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If Thine Enemy Hunger,

Feed Him!
dependable eyeR witnessesfrom
agree that starvation
EPORTS

and death are stalking through
central and western Europe. We
do not question the splendid work
done by UNRRA to relieve the
situation. Everyone hopes that the
government will grant the one billion dollar gift recommended by
the National Planning Association to supply food and feed for
western Europe, including former
enemy countries. Everyone believes that General Lucius C.
Clay, deputy military governor of
the American area in Germany,
will realize his promise that early
in 1946 food will be released to
provide a daily diet of 1,550 calories-though this is but half the
number of calories necessary to
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maintain a manual worker on the
job.
But Americans who would like
to send clothing and foodstuffs to
people in Europe whether they
were our allies or our enemies,
find themselves balked at every
step. Excuses are offered without
number. We are told: There are
no central receiving and distributing centers in the war-ravaged
countries; it is impossible to transport anything in central and western Europe because bridges and
railroad facilities were blasted by
the fleeing Nazi armies; terms of
international agreements may not
be violated. One cannot escape
the inference that there are superior powers controlling the affairs of Europe who are determined to prolong the suffering
and agony of starving peoples.
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How can America answer for
this? Whenever Americans want
to do a certain thing, they find
ways and means of doing it. We
performed miracles of production
in the war now past. We subdued
atomic energy. We performed
feats of military strategy unknown
in past history. Why can't we be
equally productive, ingenious, and
determined to provide relief for
the starving and dying millions
in Europe and elsewhere? Why
can't we carry on the work of relief as efficiently and effectively
as we carried out the work of
demolition and destruction? But,
as Commonweal lamented some
time ago:
We are so pleased, so entirely content. We have made ourselves so entirely separated from the distress
which is everywhere else. The famines, plagues, wars do not touch us.
Americans went to war and died in
the war; so that there are families in
innumerable towns and cities in
America that are hurt by the war. But
that suffering is a private suffering,
the loss a private loss. The war did
not come to the nation: the red barn,
the white steeple, the white fences in
Kentucky with the race horses in the
fields, the white columns of the houses
in New York State-it is all so beautiful and we are closed in that beauty
as we are also closed in the beauty of
the immense plains, the deserts, the
rivers of the land, as we are also closed
so perilously to compassion.

In Saint Luke, chapter thirteen,

are words which all Americans
will do well to ponder if they
have ears sensitive enough to hear
the shrieks of dying millions in
Europe:
There were present at that season
some that told him of the Galileans,
whose blood Pilate had mingled with
their sacrifices. And Jesus answering
said unto them: Suppose ye that these
Galileans were sinners above all the
Galileans1 because they suffered such
things? I tell you, Nay: but, except ye
repent, ye shall all likewise perish. Or
those eighteen, upon whom the tower
in Siloam fell, and slew them, think
ye that they were sinners above all
men that dwelt in Jerusalem? I tell
you, Nay: but, except ye repent, ye
shall all likewise perish.

General Patton
now belongs
to history. He was laid to
rest on December 24 in an American military cemetery at Hamm,
four miles from Luxembourg city,
in soil previously hallowed by the
blood of his fighting men in the
United States Third Army.
Patton was a colorful individualist. With the possible exception of Generals Eisenhower and
MacArthur, he was more widely
known than any other American
general of World War II. His
determination, daring, surprise
strategy, and lightning speed
make him one of the greatest of

G
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all American generals. He has already been classed with such eminent American military leaders
as William Tecumseh Sherman
and Stonewall Jackson, the Godfearing Southern scourge who was
one of Patton's chief idols and
whose campaigns he knew in detail by memory.
But there was a side to Patton
which often shocked Christian
sensibilities. He was unrestrained
in his speech. Profane expressions
were characteristic elements in
his vocabulary. When someone
praised Julius Caesar as a great
military leader, Patton is reported
to have said, "I'll be . . . . . . if I
can see that he did so much. It
took him months to fight his way
through France and he never
did subdue the Germans. I ran
through the whole of France in
three weeks, licking three of the
greatest German armies in the
field .... Caesar wasn't so much.
In my army he wouldn't be a onestar general." When Patton was
lifted into an ambulance after
the crash on December g which
proved to be fatal, he is reported
to have said, "This is a . . . . of
a way to die."
How different another George
whose birthday Americans are observing this month, George Washington, who had been commander-in-chief of the American forces
in the Revolutionary War! Shortly before his death, Washington

1_ _

said to his doctor, "I die hard,
but I am not afraid to go. I believed from my first attack that
I should not survive it. I should
have been glad, had it pleased
God, to die a little easier, but I
doubt ;not it is for my good."
General Patton received a
Christian burial. We trust he died
a Christian. When his will is
made public we trust, too, it will
reflect those deep Christian sentiments which George Washington
embodied in his will and which
read, "Being heartily sorry, from
the bottom of my heart, for my
sins past, most humbly desiring
forgiveness of the same from the
Almighty God, my Savior and
Redeemer, in whom, and by the
merits of Jesus Christ, I trust and
believed assuredly to be saved and
to have full remission and forgiveness of all my sins."

Theodore Dreiser
HERE

was a time when some

T critics of literature were in the
habit of hailing the late Theodore Dreiser as one of America's
foremost novelists. For a little
more than a decade after the end
of World War I a large segment
of the influential critical opinion
in our own land and in other
countries of the world looked
upon him as one of the prominent torch-bearers in the parade
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of detailed realism which was
marching to and fro and at the
double quick through the domain
of letters. It was said that Dreiser
knew human nature and that he
had both the courage and the ability to portray men and women
as they actually lived, moved, and
had their being. Numerous critics
declared that his way of using the
English language was entirely devoid of polish and subtlety; but
they believed that this defect in
Dreiser's novels was greatly overshadowed by, shall one say, the
striking veraciousness which, to
their thinking, was the bone and
sinew of his stories.
In recent years Dreiser's fame
has been gathering a large amount
of rust. Perhaps his Sister Carrie
will live for a long time as an outstanding example of crude, stark,
and brutal realism; but ] ennie
Gerhardt} The American Tragedy} and other works from Dreiser's
pen are nothing more than stereotyped echoes of what one finds in
Sister Carrie. Dreiser lacked the
literary skill which went into the
novels of Emile Zola and into
Gustave Flaubert's Madame Eovary even though he seemed to
be trying with all his might to
outdo the two Frenchmen in what
is known in literature as realism.
His craftsmanship is far inferior
to that of Sinclair Lewis. As a
matter of fact, it smacks now and
then of the immaturity which is

glaringly characteristic of the effusions of Kathleen Norris. In
more than one respect Dreiser' s
style is decidedly sophomoric.
A novelist needs much more
than a mere cataloguing of biological data to imbue the products of his pen with lasting worth.
For a number of years Dreiser's
works have been toppling as rapJ
idly into the pit of mediocrity as
the effusive critical opinion which
once acclaimed their author as a
novelist of whom the United
States had every right to be proud.
At the time of his death a few
days before the end of the year
1945, Dreiser had come to be
merely a unique and shrinking
figure in the world of letters.

The U.N.O. Gets Under Way
sooner had the United NaN otions
organization been officially launched than it was confronted with an immediate test of
its effectiveness in dealing with international disputes. At the same
time, it has thereby been faced
with a test of its sincerity of purpose.
The Iranian charge against the
Soviet Union appears to be based
on just and ample grounds. This
case is precisely the type that belongs before the United Nations
tribunal. One is not impressed
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with the endeavor of the American delegation to put the quietus
on this appeal in the interest of
"harmony." If the United Nations organization does not possess either the resources or the
courage to cope with a situation
like this, it deserves to die a-borning.
On the other hand, it is consummate hypocrisy on the part of
Russia to protest against the British policy in Indonesia and in
Greece. It comes with ill grace
from a nation which has embarked upon a crusade of unexampled imperialism and which
has ruthlessly trampled upon the
sovereignty of one small nation
after another to raise its hands in
pious horror over the alleged imperialistic sins of another. Russia's motives, of course, are obvious.
It would be tragic if the United Nations organization were
from the very outset to degenerate
into an arena of power politics.
We cannot say that the record of
its opening days offers a hopeful
augury for the future.

China Today and Tomorrow
is often stated that World
War II began in 1931, when
the Japanese, hungry for power
and greedy for expansion and
wealth, invaded Manchuria. To-

I
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day many observers believe that
a third world-conflagration is
starting in China. The Soviet
Union, bent upon enlarging and
perpetuating its prestige and its
might in the Orient as well as in
Europe, is playing its cards with
carefully planned shrewdness.
Does anyone doubt that Stalin
and those who do Stalin's bidding
are giving aid and comfort to the
Chinese Communists in spite of
whatever agreements they may
have reached with Chiang Kaishek? If the Communists gain
control throughout China, there
will be a dictatorship in the land
-a dictatorship different perhaps
in some details from the totalitarian regime in the U.S.S.R., but
similar to it in all essential points.
Then the Christian missionaries,
who have done far more for
China as a whole than those who
take up their abode in the vast
country for the purpose of guiding its political currents into selfishly predetermined channels, will
find their work infinitely more
arduous than ever before. In fact,
communism, because of its basic
hostility to Christianity, will, as
time goes on, close the doors of
China to all Christian missionaries. It will play the game of
the Soviet Union; for if anyone
deludes himself into believing that
Stalin's Kremlin is no longer deeply interested in a world-revolution in favor of the Kremlinism
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of today, that person does not observe and interpret the history of
our times with clearness of vision.
It is entirely wrong, however,
to assume that the rule of Chiang
Kai-shek is devoid of serious and
danger-laden shortcomings-shortcomings which are packed to the
bursting-point with the germs of
war. The Generalissimo is well
versed in the skill that is part and
parcel of the make-up of a despot.
If those men in the United States
who are addicted to dollar diplomacy prevail upon our government to give complete sanction to
the Generalissimo's ways, many
thousands of the Chinese will boil
with resentment. If England permits a burning lust for pounds
sterling to uphold Chiang's regime in spite of all its coldly calculated totalitarian tendencies, a
similar state of affairs is bound to
result.
Why is the U.S.S.R. interested
in promoting its own ideology in
China? The underlying cause is
a craving for the almost limitless
wealth which can be extracted
from the huge country. For the
same reason the dollar diplomats
of other lands are intent upon
having their cruel way in China.
The world as a whole longs for
peace today as it has never longed
for peace before. In all probability the statesmen who are trying
to shape the destiny of the globe
in this age of atomic power have

the same desire for peace; but
many of them are utterly without
common sense and vision. Will
they ever be concerned enough
about humanity at large to cast
aside their blind selfishness? Must
China, which needs time, clearheadedness, and unselfish guidance to solve its many thorny
problems, become the Poland of
a third world-catastrophe?

Henry George School of
Social Science
HE

name of Henry George is

T associated with the single tax
theory. Henry George was the
American economist who maintained that land monopoly with
its subsequent tendency toward
land speculation was largely responsible for our social ills, such
as poverty and want, poor housing conditions, and constant labor problems. As a remedy for
these social maladjustments he
recommended the collection of
a single tax in the form of ground
rent.
After the death of Henry
George in 1897 his philosophy
remained a live issue. Indeed, a
movement developed which in
1932 launched the Henry George
School of Social Science as · an
educational institution chartered
by the University of the State of
New York "for the purpose of

_ _ _I
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teaching fundamental economics
and social philosophy." Since 1933
classes have been conducted continuously in New York and since
1934 also in Chicago. Now extension classes meet in more than 100
cities of the United States and
Canada as well as in England,
Denmark, Australia, and New
Zealand.
In the United States the school
has established branches in ,a bout
twenty large cities. It offers six
courses based on the philosophy
of Henry George. It is a nonpolitical and non-sectarian institution maintained by the voluntary contributions of friends and
graduates. No tuition is charged
those who enroll in the classes.
The Chicago branch of the
school has grown from a single
class in 1934 to 88 classes in the
Chicago area this past fall. At the
commencement in Decem her over
300 graduates received certificates
from the Chicago school.
The school represents a movement which attempts to spread
the philosophy of an economist
who has received but passing attention in our economics textbooks and college classes. Reading his Progress and Poverty gives
an insight into the writer's deep
and sympathetic interest in our
social problems and conditions in
general. Since these conditions
have become more acute than
they were fifty years ago and since

7

they involve basic economic and
social principles, a discussion of
the philosophy of Henry George
might be timely. If readers are
interested, THE CRESSET might attempt to accommodate.

Universal Training
DUCATORS have finally gotten
into the squabble over the
proposed compulsory military
training bill. According to the
press, Dr. George F. Zook, president of the American Council of
Education, has recently offered
some alternatives to the plan under consideration. Among others,
these were proposed:

E

1.

An international agreement elimi. nating compulsory military service
from the practices and policies of
all nations.

2.

A plan to "concentrate upon the
fundamental issue of world organization to preserve peace and security by strengthening the existing
United Nations organization."

These statements are certainly
laudable. And, admittedly, there
are strong and cogent arguments
against compulsory military training in America. However, it is
hoped that other alternatives will
be presented. The two mentioned
above are easier to put into print
than into practice.
In the first place, is there any
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assurance that the world powers
could, or would, agree concerning
the abolishment of this kind of
training in the various countries
of the world? More than that,
could such an agreement be enforced? There was to be no rearmament following World War
I. Yet almost every country except the United States was in the
race. Might not that same thing
happen in the matter of compulsory military training?

It is very true that we should
"concentrate" on building a
strong world organization. But
how long will this process take?
Judging by the speed with which
we are now proceeding, many
years will elapse before we have a
strong, vital, working organization. Likewise, if we are pledged
to cooperate with other nations
to keep the peace by force, when
necessary, is this second proposal
an alternative at all?

To Fly Again
What matters it if earthly peace
Does not surround me here?
Christ calms each stormy interlude.
To Him I give my heart,
To dip and float and fly again
Above the world in quietude.
-JAN ICE PRIES

IThe

PILGRIM
"All the trum'fJets sounded for him on the
Other side."
-PILGRIM'S PROGRESS
BY

JOHN

STRIETEL:MEIER

[Ed. Note: Our guest columnist this month has just returned from three years of
service in the armed forces. For more than half that time he was in the Pacific
theatre. I believe that he-and his fellows-deserve a hearing. He represents the
thousands of men-and we have had more of them in this war than ever beforewho went to war with an intelligent awareness of what they were doing. Their
appeal for a saner world for themselves and their children is rooted in personal
experience. They, more than anyone else, have the right to tell us what to do.]

Back Home

There seem to be fads in thinking
and writing just as there are in
clothes and breakfast cereals, and
right now the fad among the "experts" seems to be a black, unrelieved defeatism. It was quite surprising to come back to the States
and find the commentators trampling each other in their scramble
to get to the Wailing Wall. Admittedly these are times for sober
thought and perhaps even controlled fears, but this mass handwringing is not going to undo
what has been done or prevent
what can, but need not, happen.
The future strikes many as
hopeless because all of us remember, too vividly perhaps, what
fiendish things man was able to
do to his own kind these past six
years. We know now, a little bet-

for publication is a
'V'V brash and risky thing these
days, especially for one who is still
in the process of getting used to
the slightly terrifying business of
civilian life. Everybody from the
"Constant Reader" who writes letters to the editor of the Tribune
to the highest-paid pundits of the
newspaper syndicates gets the urge
to say something "significant"
whenever he gets near a typewriter, and it is rather painfully
obvious that none of us knows
enough about this strange new
world of ours to say anything that
matters a great deal. What we
should all be doing is talking less
and listening more.
But even listening is not an altogether safe pastime nowadays.
\\ "\\ JRITING
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ter than we did ten years ago, the
capabilities of the human mind.
The atomic bomb was only the
culmination of terrors. But perhaps this very know ledge of man's
genius for self-destruction will
drive us to seek ways to control
the forces which the mind of man
has put at his disposal. It would
take a Pollyanna to suppose that
we are going to see a new and
better breed of men on earth as a
result of the atomic bomb and the
numberless other infernal machines man has devised for his
own annihilation, but we may
reasonably expect a more cautious race of men in the years to
come. And while men are being
cautious, we may be able to talk
sense to them.
Already, the men who know
most about the forces which the
mind is now capable of releasing
are beginning to give serious
thought to the spiritual, or at
least moral, controls that will
have to accompany any more scientific advances.

The Greater Power
we have a force
to reckon with which makes
even the atomic bomb look almost like a plaything. We have
what the more florid orators of
another day liked to refer to as
"the hope of our country," the

M

EANWHILE,

boys and girls who will, almost
before we know it, be the men
and women of this new world we
are trying to create. Their power
to destroy far exceeds the power
of any conceivable bomb, and
their power to create is equally
great. The training, or lack of
training, that they get now will
decide whether they are actually
a hope for our country and our
world or a threat greater than any
associated with war. Great as our
other problems may be, no problem is more transcendingly important than the problem of the
training of these young people.
If we are going to go on, as we
have in the past, training clever
animals, we might as well start
digging caves and learning to live
off the wilderness. No animal,
least of all a rational animal, can
be trusted with what the President has called the forces of the
universe. The most dangerous person in the ·world right now could
be some awkward, teen-age boy
playing around in a high-school
physics or chemistry lab. When
he grows up, as boys have a way
of doing, he may discover things
that the human race is not prepared to cope with yet. That does
not mean that we should discourage research. It does mean that
we must prepare the human race
to control whatever new powers
research gives us.
For a long time, it was con-
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sidered a sign of intellectual immaturity, if not actual intellectual
dishonesty, to suggest that religion should play a role in education. Supposedly, faith demanded
certain attitudes and approaches
which were incompatible with intellectual honesty. Men are a little
wiser now. At least they are beginning to realize that one can't
unlock all doors with the same
key. The mind is a sort of pass-key
that will open a great many doors,
but it won't unlock them alL And
undoubtedly one reason for the
despair of our times is that we
have tried so hard, and so fruitlessly, to unlock doors with our
minds when we should have used
the key of faith. And even in our
frustration and exasperation, we
have still been reluctant to give
up our faith in that one key.
If we equip the next generation
with nothing more than this one
intellectual key, we can expect
only more despair, more frustra. tion, more exasperation. And the
older generation will not help
matters any by wringing their
hands and sighing, "What is the
world coming to?" The world is
coming to whatever it is being
aimed at right now. If children
grow up recognizing no law but
their own wills, no obligations except to themselves, it will not be .a
very strange thing if the world of
1960 or thereabouts should be
pretty much of a jungle. Leave
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God out of the world and there is
nothing left but a little ball of
dirt and rocks and water crawling
with very clever little beasts.

The Brotherhood of Man
1fT may sound naive and "preachy"
11. to talk about the brotherhood
of man. Fortunately or unfortunately, however, man has become a brotherhood, if only a
brotherhood of the doomed. The
deplorable thing is that brotherly
love has not kept pace with the
brotherhood which has been
forced upon man. This next generation will have to find some way
to inject love into the relations of
man to man and nation to nation.
But there are few signs yet of any
real attempt to prepare men for
this, their in~scapable task. If
anything, we seem to be training
them even more intensively for
just the opposite sort of thing. We
are telling them that this is a dogeat-dog world in which the first
duty of the individual person or
the individual nation is to make
himself the biggest, toughest, cleverest dog. And then, when the
next war comes as it inevitably
must, people will throng the
churches begging God to remove
"His scourge of war." It is remarkable how people will read
into the fruits of their own follies the chastening hand of God.

12
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If we can teach the next generation humility and morality, we
shall have a good world. If, in
addition to these, we can teach
them love, we shall be entering
upon a golden age. But that will
demand a radical revision of our
philosophy of teaching. So far,
we have gotten only as far as trying to teach tolerance. That is
about as much as a pagan can feel
toward people he hardly knows.
But tolerance is not enough. Love
is the only workable basis of a decent society, and it takes faith, or
something very close -to faith, to
love a stranger.
It may be possible to teach people to love each other without
giving them any sort of religious
training, but it is very unlikely.
But if religious training is to be
given, who is to give it? Certainly
not the state. And if not the state,
then there are only two agencies
left, the home and the church. All
of this has been said before, but it
needs re-emphasizing now. It has
become quite the fashion to call
1946 "the year of decision," and
it is just that. The wreckage of
the war years lies all about us and
the work of re-building cannot be
postponed. We can, if we choose,
do nothing more than a quick
patch-job and have the whole
thing to do over in twenty years
or so-or we can do a good, thorough job, beginning at the foundations and working up. If we

think that it is too much of a job
to build strongly and well, then
we might as well join the weepers
at the Wailing Wall. Or if we are
expecting God to do it for us, we
might as well get ready for the
next war. God is not, as too many
of us have thought for too long, a
divine chore-boy who has nothing to do but correct our mistakes.
No generation in history has
been left such a tremendous material legacy as our postwar generations. If there are problems
ahead, there are far more bases
for hope and courage. The defeatist attitude which is reflected
in the columns and over the radio is premature, to say the least.
If the world seems to be a mass
of wreckage, we might remember
that one reason why we went to
war was to wreck nations and
philosophies which threatened civilization as we know it as it had
not been threatened since the days
of the Goths and Vandals. Jf man
seems weak and slightly pathetic
in the face of the problems that
confront him, we must remember
that man has also harnessed forces
which only the near-insane would
have dreamt could be harnessed
fifty years ago. And even if all
else seems to be lost, we have this
new generation of men and
women waiting to be heard from,
waiting to bring their mindsand, if we train them properly,
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their hearts and souls-to the
problems and tasks of the future.

Guardians of the Future
""\\ TE have powerful defenses
"" against every threat to the
future. We have the homes and
the schools and the colleges and
the universities which can become
great arsenals of spiritual power.
If we are wise enough, we will
select school-teachers with at least
as much care as we select our physicians and lawyers and architects.
We will see to it that our children
spend at least as much time in
spiritual and moral studies as they
spend on mathematics. We will
revive the home and make it
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something more than a mere mailing address. We will spend as
much time and money and care
in training our young people as
we spent these past few years in
killing them.
Youth always holds the key to
the future. If we remember that
and train them to make the kind
of world we wanted to make but
didn't know how to make, we
shall not have to worry too much
about the years to come. But if
we persist in piling up tools of destruction without teaching people
how to use them for the good of
mankind, then the "experts" are
right and the future holds no
hope and man will soon join the
dodo and the dinosaur in the museum of extinct species.

Ancient Dreams
At dusk the farthest sloping hill
Is spread with shades of apricot
And brighter fruit, while cool winds fill
My eyes with scenes of Camelot.
-LEE RICHARD HAYMAN

Martin Luther died February
z8th, z546 . ...

Luther
After Four Centuries
JAROSLAV PELIKAN, JR.

between Abraham
Lincoln's birthday on February 12 and George Washington's birthday on February 22
comes February 18, the four hundredth anniversary of the death
of Martin Luther.
Many a pious American Protestant will choose to see deep meanings here: his Americanism and
his Protestantism blended at last,
and contemporary culture standing fast in the freedom wherewith Christ hath made us free.
Others will claim, as did Ernst
Troeltsch in Protestantism and
Progress, that there is little or no
continuity between the Reformer
and modern culture, will embalm
him by calling him "medieval."
and will pause in memory of a
man who once was great, but who
must now be consigned to the
limbo of the fathers.
But the singular coincidence
not.e d above must give all of us
pause. After four centuries, does
Luther have a meaning within
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the context of present-day life and
thought? I somewhat doubt it.
Rather, it would seem that Luther's faith, in our day as in his
own, was not the foundation of
culture, nor yet its product, but
the negation of the possibility of
civilization's redemption in terms
of any human effort.

What Is Success?
fact becomes quite apparif one compares Luther's
standards of success with those of
modern bourgeois society. Following the lead of its Lord, the Christian faith has always asserted that
a man's life consisteth not in the
abundance of the things which he
possesseth. Luther's critique of
materialistic acquisitiveness was
severe enough to merit quotation
in Das Kapital: "Whoever consumes, robs or steals the nourishment of another, commits as great
a murder, as far as in him lies,
as he who lets a man starve or
utterly destroys him .... As Cato
HAT
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says, little thieves are put into
stocks, great thieves strut around
in gold and silk."
With this critique, however,
many moderns would agree completely. For materialism is becoming passe; material and financial
success are not' enough, and many
thinking people have realized
that. They have come to see that
people may eat and drink and
spend until they want no more,
and yet be miserable as a result.
There is, therefore, a call for a
return to spiritual values to raise
men up. When that has been accomplished, so we are told, things
will be well.
But it is precisely here that
Luther's sharpest criticism makes
itself .heard. Human efforts break
down most miserably not in man's
lowest, but in his highest, moments; man sins most grievously
not when he is bad, but when he
tries to be good.
There is remarkable substantiation for this insight of Luther's
in Fyodor Dostoyevsky. The novelist is kind to the slattern Grushenka, patient with Fyodor Pavlovitch the degraded, sympathetic
to R.askolnikov's torments of soul,
even gentle with Ivan Karamazov, who saw demons and doubted
God. His scorn is reserved for a
figure like the Grand Inquisitor. not because the Inquisitor was irreligious, but because he was so
incurably "religious" and so com-
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pletely satisfied with the manner
and results of his pious life.
Luther had discovered in the
monastery that his deepest moments of sin came in his highest
moments of religious exercise,
when he congratulated himself on
his piety. Thus he came to the
conclusion that success, elusive
and evil enough in the material
realm, is damning in the spiritual.
For a man who gloats over his
earthly goods has made money
his god, and has committed the
sin of idolatry; but a man who
gloats over his spiritual goods has
made the Ego his god, and has
committed the sin of self-deification.

Lutheranism and Culture
s Luther, then, merely an incident in a vacuum? Hardly.
Ever since Werner Elert' s penetrating Sitzungsbericht, no serious
student of modern Western civilization will doubt that the Lutheran Reformation has played a
significant role in the making of
the modern world. Thus, for example, Luther's view of God and
his picture of the place of Christ
in the universe made his followers more amenable to modern cosmologies than were the loyal adherents of the other two branches
of Western Christendom, Calvinism and Roman Catholicism.
Again, any student of German
idealism will grant more than a

I
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little credence, at least as far as
metaphysics is concerned, to Peter
Peterson's word that "there is a
direct line from the Reformer in
Wittenberg to the critic of reason
in Konigsberg." For as Immanuel
Kant put the facts of religion outside the realm of rational proof,
so Luther, in his refutation of
Thomistic Aristotelianism, emphasized that faith is a wager
against the obvious facts, a bet
that God does not lie. Despite obvious divergence, the affinity between this and Kant's distinction
of Glaubensfragen and Wissensfragen is quite apparent, especially in view of the intellectualism
against which both were protesting. As in cosmology and metaphysics, so, too, in art and music
and literature, Luther's movement
has proved to be far from anticultural; and it is no accident, as
recent studies have proved, that
much of modern scientific historiography arose in Lutheran circles.

The Problem of Authority
yet Luther's work stands as
a constant criticism of the
culture it has helped to create. An
excellent illustration of that is in
the problem of freedom and authority.
Martin Luther protested against
a system of authority well characterized by Paul Tillich as heteronomous-rule by another, exter-
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nal to the self. In this protest
Luther was at one with modern
liberal views. But he substituted
for heteronomy an even more
dominating theonomy-rule by
God; modern liberal thought, on
the other hand, would set up an
autonomy-rule by the self. When
Luther criticized the despotism of
the medieval Church, he did so
in the name of a God who is
the Lord of the Church and of
the State and of their members.
Though he feared no man, defied
Pope and Emperor, and spurned
the proffered protection of Frederick the Wise, Luther ever acknowledged the lordship of Him
at whose name every knee must
bow.
It is, therefore, a travesty to try
to make of Luther the father
either of modern political liberalism or of Nazi totalitarianism.
Modern political liberalism is
basically autonomous; therein lies
its strength and appeal, but therein is also contained the weakness
which has caused it to bog down:
while demonstrating that human
authorities are all, in Byron's
words, "pagod things of saber
sway, with fronts of brass and feet
of clay," it often leaves the human heart with no lord or master, a circumstance which, as has
again been shown by Dostoyevsky, leads logically to suicide. Totalitarianism realistically recognizes the fact that man must have
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a lord, defined by Luther as "that
from whose goodness and power
you certainly expect all good
things, since to have a god is
nothing else than to believe and
trust in him from your whole
heart." But totalitarianism can
easily sin by making itself such
a lord, or by regarding the lordship of Jesus Christ as little more
than the extension and support
of its own domination.
But Luther's conception of authority excludes autonomy as violently as it destroys heteronomy,
insisting that both are very inaccurate fascimiles, cheap burlesques, of the rule of man by the
hand of God. Whenever that dialectic is mollified, Luther's dynamic goes by the board. The
Christian Gospel, as Luther understood it, must always be like
the Spirit of God at creation's
dawn, brooding over the face of
the waters, acting upon the world,
but never, in that acting, becoming involved in the world or tied
to it.

Luther's Criticism
according to Luther,
T whywas,
Judaism failed. Because
HIS

the Jewish people had received
the revelation from on high that
the life of Israel was bound to
that of God, they soon came to
think that the life of God was
bound to that of Israel. "If their
boast of being God's people," said
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Luther, "is based on the fact that
God spoke with them and that
they have His Word and revelation, then the devils in h2ll are
more worthy to be God's people
than the Jews, indeed, more than
any men. For the devils have
God's Word. How much better it
would have been for them if they
had not had the revelation of
God I" And so prophets like Amos
and Micah had to arise to show
that in receiving the revelation
Israel had come into possession of
a thing which threatened continually to destroy it by shattering
the cultural pride that possession
of the truth inevitably produces.
Such was Luther's criticism of
Judaism. It was also his condemnation of medieval culture: "not
letting God be God" were his
words, what with Christ in a little box on the altar, and God
bound to a man on the Tiber.
Nor would his critique of modern civilization be substantially
different. In Luther's eyes, as one
of his recent interpreters has well
summarized, "religion is not the
sure ground upon which human
culture safely rests; it is the place
where civilization and its partner,
barbarism, are rendered fundamentally questionable."
After four centuries, Luther is,
to use Troeltsch's word, irrelevant
-not because he was, as that
scholar claimed, "medieval," but
because the Christian Gospel is
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and more complete graphs and
tabulations. And the more we
learned about nature the more
shadowy the atheistic interpretations became.
'
EXPLORING THE ISLANDS
OF LANGERHANS
~ One of the most capable littie pieces of our anatomy is
a gland known as the pancreas,
the organ called sweetbreads in
the anatomy of the calf. In the
adult human being the gland
weighs about three ounces, is of
slender shape about six inches in
length. When the pancreas functions normally we know nothing
about its existence. It does two
jobs at once. It produces a juice
which runs into the small intestines just below the stomach and
helps digest the food. The other
secretion is known as insulin. It
is produced by several million little bodies called the Islands of
Langerhans, named for the scientist who discovered them in
186g. This secretion is picked up
by the blood and is carried into
all parts of the body. Wherever it
goes it pounces upon the sugar it
finds in the cells and burns it up
so that the body has its warmth
of g8.6 degrees whether the air
surrounding us is at zero or at
12 5 in the shade.
I don't intend to speak here of
the result of the deficiency in in-
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sulin. Today most people know
that the result is diabetes and that
this otherwise fatal disease can be
checked by doses of insulin. My
point is that these insulin making
"Islands" are some of the most
wonderful organs in the animal
body. It is impossible to account
for them, I make bold to say, by
a process of evolution. These Islands could not have developed
gradually out of imperfect beginnings. They had to be there complete as they are, because every
cell in the body from the crown
of your head to the toes of your
feet requires their services. At
that, this is one of the simplest
glands in the human body. The
pituitary at the base of the brain
performs much greater marvels
than the pancreas. And not so
long ag·o this organ was considered quite purposeless, so that it
was classed among those useless
relics which indicate an earlier
evolutionary stage in our development.

~

WHERE SCIENCE STANDS
POWERLESS
Every cell in every living
thing-plant, animal, or human-is made up of a substance
called protoplasm which has the
property of transmuting into living matter the materials it receives from the blood, the air, and
nourishment. What happens in
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our bodies, involving all the functions of life, is a deep mystery.
We know that water and bread,
for example, contain the same
a toms as the deadliest of poisons,
but whereas the former cause the
cells of living organisms to grow
and multiply, the latter destroys
them. The cell lives from the hidden labors of its protoplasm, but
science stands powerless before it.
Protoplasm is the white of egg,
for instance. It contains an immense number of the elements,
even titanium, vanadium, and
molybdenum-perhaps gold. No
one has ever analyzed it completely. In the advanced text
books of bio-chemistry there are
pages of formulas, but the true
ingredients of such a simple thing
as white-of-egg still eludes the scientist even when armed with an
electronic microscope. The farther
we advance the greater is the mystery which faces us. If the cell reproduced itself always identically,
each being would be a formless
mass of flesh without differentiated organs. In order that each
organ be formed in the embryo
which develops in the mother's
womb, the first cell or product of
the fertilization must produce
cells differing from one another,
according to the part which they
will be called upon to play in the
upbuilding of the future body. If
they are to make up the bones
they will be star-like iri shape and
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secrete a fluid or cement which
will solder them firmly. If they
are to become blood corpuscles
they will be oval and not combine but float separately. We
know nothing of the miracle of
the origin of life in the cell, because what we study is dead matter, killed so that it might be colored and rendered visible to the
eye.
At the Rockefeller Institute of
New York they have kept alive
from 1912 to (at least) 1934-when
I last read about it-a few cells
of the heart of a chicken embryo. This fragment, measuring
not more than a square millimeter
in surface, demanded day and
night the care and attention of
fifteen people and involved a considerable expenditure in money.
This is a description of it by
Claude Blanchard: "It is kept in
a scientifically composed liquid
from which it draws its nourishment, and being a fragment of a
heart it beats and contracts. When
it grows too fast, part is cut off.
If it is inoculated with smallpox
a regular serum may be obtained
from it. Its cells split and show
the same resistance as those of a
normal heart. They eat and digest
~icrobes and particles of matter."
No one in all these years of observation and experiment has discovered the faintest clue to these
activities of the cell. That elec-
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trical currents flowing from molecule to molecule have something
to do with it is certain, but as to
the process we cannot even make
an Intelligent guess.

seems to stop to consider the complexity of the human body which
makes use of these vitamins, of
. which new kinds are being discovered every year, and new effects of the old.
For instance:
Vitamin A is needed for the
THE VITAMIN COMPLEX
healing of wounds, for the resistance to infections, for the genera~ '1\Te learned about vitamins
'19 first during World War I, tion of blood cells, and is absowhen the crew of a German raider lutely essential for reproduction. I
in the Atlantic limped into New have seen a list of 37 results of
York harbor practically exhausted the deficiency of vitamin A, most
although they had eaten the choic- of them fa tal.
A deficiency of other vitamins
est canned goods and dried foods
taken from the merchant ships leads to the destruction of bone
which they had sunk. A few marrow, to anemia, enlarged livmonths of this presumably best er, goiter, arthritis, sterility, catarfood civilization could provide, act, defective teeth, paralysis, falland these mariners were at death's ing out of hair, nephritis, degendoor. Thus vitamins were discov- eration of the liver, pellagra, menered. Today everybody knows that tal disorders.
The complete absence of vitafresh vegetables and fruits contain certain vitamins which are mins A, B, C, and G means death.
not found in cold storage meats.
We can produce these vitamins
No vitamins in white flour or synthetically. Instead of getting
white sugar. Most of the bakers' vitamin D through sunbaths in
bread for this reason is labeled mountain resorts, we buy a box"vitamin enriched," the flour be- ful at the corner drugstore. But
ing irradiated with ultra-violet this does not mean that the mysrays through which vitamin D is tery of the vitamin has been
deposited. Most milk passes solved. In fact, it becomes more
through the same process. We baffling as the research follows up
buy half-a-dozen different kinds its riddles of organization. For
of vitamins at the corner drug- one thing, we are only at the
store.
beginning of a real scientific study
Again, most people are unaware of the effects which vitamin deof the complexity of what makes ficiency has on specific organs. Inup these vitamins. And no one vestigators have made the amaz-
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ing discovery that there are fundamental differences between the
human anatomy and that of the
animals. It was once assumed that
the results of treatment of animals with given products can be
duplicated in the human being.
But further research has developed the fact that the chemistry
of the tissues of every species has
definite differences. The hemoglobin of each species has its own
crystalline form; each has its own
fat molecule; proteins are specific
for each; and the carbohydrate
metabolism varies greatly. So it is
no remarkable fact to discover
that there may be specific vitamins for each species. In the Vitamin G investigations, a separate
G molecule has been identified
for each species so far studied,
and of the eight forms of Vitamin
D so far known, each species has
its most effective and least toxic
one.
Our wonder is not diminished
by the observation that probably
not one person in a million has
ever seen a sample of pure vitamin.

{It
THE ATOM BECOMES MORE
MYSTERIOUS
Let us first rehearse some facts
that now belong to the primer of science, although fifty years
ago it burst upon our knowledge
like the discovery of a new con-
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tinent. All substances are made
up of atoms. And every atom
known, up to now, has consisted
of combinations of two basic particles, protons and electrons. A
proton is an infinitesimally minute particle carrying one unit
charge of positive electricity. An
electron is a particle carrying a
unit charge of negative electricity.
Protons are concentrated in the
atom nucleus, the part that is
split in the atomic energy reaction. The atomic bomb receives
its great power from the fission
of the proton nucleus. The electrons revolve around this nucleus
somewhat like stars around the
sun. This is the highly simplified
picture familiar to everyone since
the announcement of the atomic
bomb. Of course, the latest text
books inform us that when we picture electrons swinging in tiny
orbits around the nucleus, this
does not tell a true story of what
actually occurs. That, we are told,
can only be explained in a mathematical formula.
But it now develops that the
atom is more complicated than
we once thought. In 1932 an English physicist, Chadwick, discovered another ingredient of the
atom. The neutron is what really
makes the atomic bomb tick. It
was a brand-new particle previously unknown to physics. Of it
Dr. I. I. Rabi says in the Atlantic
Monthly for November, 1945,
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"Since it is neutral, the neutron
is not affected by the electrons
which surround the nucleus of an
atom, and when it is employed as
an atom-splitting bullet it can be
stopped or deflected only by the
nucleus itself. Hence the neutron
can readily penetrate inches of
lead or other dense material. It is
now believed that there are more
neutrons than protons in each
atom."
Next came along a Japanese
scientist, Yukawa, and reported
the existence of a new particle,
the mesotron, which has since
been identified with the cosmic
ray.
About the same time a positive
electron, called the positron, was
discovered by Anderson in California. It is an electron, but its
charge is positive, and when it
unites with the electron both are
destroyed and a charge of energy
is produced.
Then there is another particle
called the neutrino which has to
be assumed because in certain reactions there is no outflow to balance inflow, and it is then the
neutrino which emerges at the
same time as the electron and
shares the energy, momentum,
and spin with it in such a way as
to balance the books.

Now, while there is still some
doubt about the existence of the
neutrino, reports which came
about the turn of the year from
Russia state there is no question
about the existence of another
particle, called the negatron. Some
months ago Russia's best-known
physicist, Dr. Peter Kapitza, had
a lot of apparatus, weighing several tons, carried to a high Armenian mountain, where there
was light atmosphere. It was necessary to build a special road to
the summit. About a month ago
Kapitza reported that he had
found a new particle of matter
which must be called the negatron, since they are a negative
form of proton. They represent a
source of energy a million times
greater than the atom. Prof.
George Gamov of George Washington University has supplied
mathematical calculation showing
that if it should happen some day
that the negatrons of one star system and the protons of the other
neutralized each other, the mutual annihilation of the electrons
and positrons would mean the
ultimate doomsday. Hence, in the
negative proton we would have a
source of energy which could be
the agent of the end of the world,
when all creation is destroyed.

I

~ AND MUSIC MAKERS
Some Treasured Recordings
(CONTINUED]

BY WALTER A.

t\
fl.

Would it be proper to assume
an air of Shakespearean detachment and say that music, like
every branch of art, science, and
ditch-digging, has its devotees
"whose heads do grow beneath
their shoulders"? Who knows? No
one can deny, however, that the
tonal art has an unusually large
number of disciples who strive to
ride to recognition and glory on
the coat-tails of the famous or the
near-famous.
"Young Sascha Catgutski," it is
said, "is a great master of the
fiddle. Didn't he sit at the feet
of the one and only Simeon Geigenschleifer? Have you ever heard
Nikolaus Polteranschlag play the
piano? He's a disciple of the renowned Benjamin Friszt. Don't
you listen with open-mouthed
wonder whenever you come under
the spell of the voice and the artistry of 1essica Sizzlemouth? She
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studied under the great Minus A.
Lower. Don't the compositions of
Augustus 1. Tunehatcher move
you to the very quick? He acquired his skill by absorbing the
precepts of Andreas N oten{anger."
Naturally, every musician who
clings to the coat-tails of other
musicians declares up and down
that those practitioners of the
tonal art who are self-taught, or
largely self-taught, have in their
mental make-up all the earmarks
of unripe fruit. "An autodidact,"
they say, "is bound to be addicted
to egotism, and' egotism never
leads to genuine ability."
One could easily smash such
gems of pseudo-philosophical lore
and downright balderdash into
tiny bits by pointing out that,
after all, every master is, to a
large extent, .self-taught no matter
how many flesh-and-blood teach-
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ers may have poured knowledge
into his brain. Could Beethoven
have acquired the art of developing themes and snatches of themes
with such dumbfounding wizardry if he had not done a tremendous amount of adventuring and
experimenting without benefit of
schoolmasters or professors? Could
Mozart have gained his phenomenal mastery of smooth, facile,
and eloquent counterpoint if he
had not had a mind of his owna mind with a turn for explora. tion? Could Bach have written a
work as amazing in its structure
and as rich in its content as the
Chromatic Fantasy and Fugue if
he had been afraid to stand on his
own feet? Could Brahms have
learned how to keep one foot in
what is commonly called classicism and the other foot in what
savants and quasi-savants dub
romanticism if he had not been
-to use an expression from the
pen of Lessing-schoo! and books
unto himself? Could Richard
Wagner have created works of art
as puissant in their beauty as
Tannhauser} Lohengrin} the Ring}
and Tristan und I sol de if he had
not taught himself much more
than his teachers had ever been
able to put into his head?
Yes, many autodidacts may be
egotists; but it is altogether wrong
to assert with curt finality that
they are egotists merely because
they are autodidacts.

Is there not a widespread conviction that self-taught men and
self-taught women are, as a rule,
far less inclined toward even a
semblance of egotism than those
who speak by the hour and by
the cubic yard concerning the
wisdom which has found its way
into their brainpans because good
fortune, good sense, or mere ambition led them to take seats for
a time at the feet of So and So or
So and So?
What About Moussorgsky?
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No one with the ability to
think and reason clearly and
soberly will question the value of
competent teachers, thorough instruction, n ew ideas, and fresh
influences-least of all the autodidacts. They know what they
have missed, and they wish with
all their hearts that they had not
missed it. I am convinced that
the mighty Modeste Moussorgsky,
who is recognized today as one of
the elect among composers, regretted more than once that he
had not acquired a comprehensive grasp of all the ins and outs
of composition. Maybe extensive
training would have kept him
from becoming great; maybe it
would have made him greater.
Who can tell? Some believe that
much learning would have hamstrung Moussorgsky's genius; some
are sure that it would have
opened up to him many more
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vistas of imperishable power and
beauty. Who knows? Would Henry Purcell, the great English composer, have become more skillful
if there had been competent mentors to whom he could have gone
for help and guidance?
Many scholars will tell you that
Schubert would have become ~
far _greater Schubert if he had
learned more about the art of
composing; many will maintain
that the heaven-sent melodist actually had, and actually revealed,
much more substantial understanding of how to compose than
some flaw-picking musicologists
are either able or willing to see.
What of it all? Since Beethoven,
Mozart, Bach, Brahms, Wagner,
and many others had teachers,
they were not autodidacts; since
they taught themselves many a bit
of extraordinary skill without
benefit of teachers, they were autodidacts. What difference do.es it
make? At any rate, they did not
ride to glory on the coat-tails of
others. Maybe there was some
egotism in the mental make-up
of every one of them; but did
that egotism spring from tJ:le indisputable fact that they were
autodidacts, or did it have its
origin in the equally indisputable
fact that they were not autodidacts? Who cares? The important
thing to bear in mind at all times
is that they mastered the fine art
of standing on their own feet.
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\Nhy did I begin to talk about
autodidacts and non-autodidacts?
What has this preliminary discussion to do with themes and variations?
Well, I want to devote a few
words to the wonderfully beautiful first movement of Carl Goldmark's Rustic TtVedding Symphony. It is made up of a theme
and thirteen gorgeous! y colored
and masterfully constructed variations. Goldmark, mind you, was
an autodidact. Maybe he would
have become an infinitely more
able Goldmark if numerous teachers of outstanding ability had
taken him in tow; maybe much
formal training would have prevented him from developing into
the competent composer that he
was. We must take Goldmark's
music as it is. Since poverty had
withheld from him many of the
advantages which fell into the
laps of musicians far less gifted
than he, his unquenchable thirst
for knowledge forced him to study
on his own eagerly and persistently throughout his long life.
Goldmark was a Jew. He was
a brother-in-law of the late Justice Louis B. Brandeis and an
uncle of the America:l composer
Rubin Goldmark. In his boyhood
days he listened with rapt attention to the distinctive melodies of
the Hebrew service when he went
to the synagogue. Those tunes and
their salient qualities, tinged as
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they were with much of the pathos, fire and color of the Orient,
remained stored away in his mind
as long as he lived. They came
to the fore in one way or another
when he wrote his opera The
Queen of Sheba. Goldmark refused to admit this, it is true; but
scholars who know Jewish music
maintain stoutly that some of the
melodies in the color-laden opera
abound in Judaisms.
Oriental Influence
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The composer of The Queen
of Sheba was born in Hungary, the European country which
lies closest to the Orient. Consequently, the gifted and always
wide-awake musician could not
escape the penetrating influence
of oriental music. His Sakuntala
Overture is full to overflowing of
gorgeous hues, and his Rustic
vV edding Symphony abounds in
rich ochestral colors. Why is it
played so seldom by our important orchestras? Goldmark, the
self-taught man, was not one of
the greatest of the great; but even
in the twentieth century his music still has much to say. It is
spontaneous. It comes from the
heart, and it goes to the heart.
There is a praiseworthy recording of the Rustic Wedding Symphony as played by the Columbia
Broadcasting Symphony Orchestra under Howard Barlow (Columbia Album 385).

No, I shall not declare offhand
that Sergei Prokofieff, whom I myself look upon as a more important composer than his prolific
countryman, the renowned Dmitri Shostakovich, is an autodidact.
On second thought, however, I
must revise my judgment and assert with all possible emphasis
that a man able to make such valuable contributions to the music
of today must be, and actually is,
largely self-taught-in spite of all
the teachers he has had.
The U.S.S.R. has every right to
be proud of Prokofieff. U nfortunately, a totalitarian regime can
never keep its meddling fingers
out of the arts. Consequently, one
must always reckon with the possibility that Prokofieff, like Shostakovich a few years ago, may wake
up one fine morning to find himself in the doghouse. Dictators
and their cringing satellites are
queer creatures. The Soviet Union
does much for its prominent composers; but woe unto those writers of music in the U.S.S.R. if,
either because of a mere whim or
for some other strange reason, the
man in the saddle should decide
that they are no longer toeing the
bolshevist line in all simple-heartedness and in all earnestness of
purpose!
In One Who Survived (G. P.
Putnam's Sons, New York. 1945)
Alexander Barmine relates how
Shostakovich was summarily
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dumped into the doghouse merely
because Stalin failed to be pleased
with a performance of The Golden
Age. Critics who had lauded the
young composer to the skies were
ordered to do a complete aboutface and to condemn his music
out of the very depth of their
Stalinized hearts. Later on a decree went out that the chastened
Shostakovich would be permitted
to emerge from the kennel, and
for a number of years the U.S.S.R.
has held his name and his compositions in high esteem. Nevertheless, those who fall from totalitarian grace once are always in
grave danger of falling again even
though they follow the lead of
Shostakovich and proclaim in
clarion tones that all music must
give expression to, and uphold,
political tenets. What drivel!
What unspeakable nonsense!
The second movement of Prokofieff's Concerto No. J, in C
Major, for Piano and Orchestra,
Op. 26 is entitled AndantinoTema con Variazioni. The simple, dancelike' theme is enchanting, and the five variations bear
evidence of originality of expression and remarkable technical
skill. Prokofieff rides no man's
coat-tails. One must grant that he
acquired much of his facility in
part-writing from the instruction
of Sergei Taneieff (1856-1915)
who was one of the foremost contrapuntists of modern times; but
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no one can listen to Prokofieff's
music without realizing at once
that he is a rugged individualist.
Another fascinating example of
the art of building variations is
Sergei Rachmaninoff's Rapsodie
for Piano and Orchestra on a
Theme by Paganini. Here the
compo~er uses the somewhat commonplace little melody on which
Paganini based his Caprice No.
24. Listen to Jascha Heifetz, with
Arpad Sandor at the piano, as
he plays the Caprice in a version
by Leopold Auer (Victor disc
8828); then let Egon Petri show
you what Brahms, with the assistance of Carl Tausig, did with the
tune in his Variations on a Theme
by Paganini (Columbia Album
X-8o). Next turn to Rachmaninoff's masterfully made Rapsodie
as played by the composer himself with the Philadelphia Orchestra under Leopold Stokowski (Victor Album 250). Observe with
what phenomenal skill the Dies
!rae is woven into the texture of
some of the variations. Able violinists like to play Paganini's Caprice No. 24 in the form in which
it came from the famous I tali an
wizard's workshop. If their technical agility knows no bounds,
they take keen pleasure in performing Auer's version of the
work. Pianists who have all the
secrets of the keyboard at their
command and, in addition, are
blessed with sound musicianship
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are delighted to unfold the many
intricacies contained in Brahms's
treatment of the theme, and sometimes they are glad to entertain
their hearers with Liszt's transcription of Paganini's Caprice.
Rachmaninoff, however, has done

far more with the little tune than
Paganini himself, Auer, Brahms,
or Liszt. His Rapsodie is a work
of far-reaching importance. Rachmaninoff did not need the coattails of others to carry him to
fame.

[TO BE CONTINUED]

Some Recent Recordings
RossiNI OvERTURES. The NBC Symphony Orchestra under Arturo Toscanini.-Thrilling performances of
th.e overtures to The Barber of
Seville~ La Gazza Ladra, La Cenerentola~ and Il Signor Bruschino.
A selection from the ballet music
of William Tell is added. The readings are engraved on the new, nonbreakable discs. Victor Album DV-2.
$8.93·
A LAWRENCE TIBBETI PROGRAM. The
famous baritone lifts up his fine
voice in I Got Plenty o' Nuttin',
from George Gershwin's Porgy and

Bess~·

William Arms Fisher's Coin'
Home; Te Deum, from Puccini's
La Tosca; Eri Tu~ from Verdi's
The Masked Ball; 0 du mein holder Abendstern~ from Wagner's
Tannhiiuser~· Oley Speaks's setting
of Rudyard Kipling's On the Road
to Mandalay; 'Tis an Earth Defiled,
from Howard Hanson's Merry
Mount; and Nay Marcus, Lay Him
Down, from Deems Taylor's The
King's Henchman. The conductors
are Alexander Smallens, Giulio
Setti, Nathaniel Shilkret, and Wilfred Pelletier. Victor Album 1015.
$4·73·
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Danger Signals
THE WIND IS RISING. By Jules
Remains. Translated from the
French by Gerard Hopkins. Alfred
A. Knopf, New York. 1945. 559
pages and an Index of Characters.
$3.00.

J

the eminent French
man of letters, has given to the
world the twelfth volume of his
memorable series of historical novels
entitled Men of Good Will. Exceptional skill, keen observation, and
clear thinking have gone into the
book. Fiction rubs elbows with actuality in The Wind Is Rising; but the
combination is brought about with
such mastery that whatever appears
in the narrative as the result of the
able author's quick and sensitive
imagination serves to rhrow the historical aspects of the story into sharp
relief. The Wind Is Rising is an engrossing novel. Readers would derive
a large amount of enjoyment from
it even if they paid no attention
whatever to the historical trends
which it stresses; but the plain fact
ULES ROMAINS,

remains that they could not escape
the real significance of the volume
even if they were to put forth a
special effort to do so.
It is interesting to compare Remains' way of dealing with history in
his novels with the method pursued
by Upton Sinclair, who undertook
something similar when he hit upon
the plan of writing a series of stories
outlining the adventures of Lanny
Budd. Remains is an artist in the true
sense of the word; Sinclair is merely
a craftsman who reveals now and
then that he might have become an
artist. Remains' encyclopedic knowledge of his subject-matter does not
walk lumberingly or pretentiously
into the narrative; Sinclair often
gives one the impression that his
material is being put together out of
a card index. The Frenchman's style
is smooth and elegant; the American
Socialist's manner of unburdening
himself of a tale is frequently roughedged and cumbersome.
The Wind Is Rising treats specifically of prominent characters, powerful trends, and significant happenings
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as they influenced the state of affairs
in France in 1927 and 1928 and as
they were bound to have a direct
bearing on subsequent developments
in the land. It was a period in which
"the rise of gangs and the gang spirit"
indicated with unmistakable clarity
that trouble was brewing. Evil omens
were in the air; but most of the men
and women of France were either unable or unwilling to see and read the
handwriting on the wall. Fascism was
rearing its head, and Fascists were
multiplying at an alarming rate.
Other nations in Europe were being,
or had already been, affected in a
similar way. Benito Mussolini had
put Italy into a totalitarian straitjacket, and in Germany Adolf Hitler
was frothing at the mouth in his own
inimitable manner, kicking up the
dust, and gathering fanatical adherents. In France, too, the spirit of
fascism, with its contemptible gangster methods, was finding fertile soil.
It was bound to lead to cliques and
movements which, in the course of
time, would contribute much to the
downfall and the enslavement of the
nation. Many words of warning were
being spoken in private and even
shouted from the housetops; but
France as a whole would not take
heed. There were some who believed
that they had learned how war could
be prevented; but notions and actions
foreshadowing doom and pregnant
with evil were energetically at work
to nullify the beliefs of the men of
good will.
It is reported that Romains is
planning to add two more novels to
The Men of Good Will series.

One Soldier
BEACH RED. By Peter Bowman.
Random House, New York. 1945.
122 pages. $2.50.

has as its basis one hysoldier's part in the
landing at dawn on a Pacific beach
-"Beach Red"-and in the day's
allotment of skirmishing, reconnoitering, and death. It is written in the
second person, as this soldier talks
to himself, sometimes naming off the
objects that he sees, sometimes calling
up in his mind lines from the Bible
and the Book of Common Prayer that
depict the ideal life of man and serve
as a measure of the actual situation,
sometimes reviewing all the military
tactics he has been taught and the
jungle lore, and sometimes searching
for the significance of the events that
are taking place. The book (a Bookof-the-Month Club selection for December) does not pretend to give a
soldier's real chain-of-consciousness
through these hours of danger; rather, it gives what might go through his
mind if he were able to call up appropriate thoughts from various areas of
his experience.
Well-known literary passages appear, showing the blend of familiarity
and strangeness in a situation:
EACH RED

B pothetical

Oh, say, can you see by the dawn's early
light
the glimmering haze squatting on its
moist gray haunches ...

Passages from religious writings will
indicate the essence of the occasion:
I will fear no evil for Thou art with me
(Lindstrom cautions, "Keep your eye on
me, and if you see me go down, it won't
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Woodcut of Dr.
Martin Luther
by Luc:as Cranach the younger, done for the
epitaph of the
Honorable Dr.
Martin Luther,
1546.

the month of February, 1946, Protestant Christendom will commemorate the death of its great leader, Dr. :M artin Luther (born November 10, 1483-died February 18, 1546). The following pages present
some of the interesting pictures of places and persons associated with
the last days of the great Reformer.

I

N

I

An exterior view of St. Andrew's Church, erected about the year 1332,
in which Luther preached his last sermons.

I

The pulpit of St. Andrew's Church from which Luther preached
his last sermons just before his death.

·------~-----~--

The house in which Luther died in Eisleben. It was erected about
and is shown as it appears today from the street.

1511

I

The room in which Luther died as it is kept
at the present time.

A portrait of Michael Coelius who was the court preacher at Mansfeld. He
was a great friend of Luther and was present with him when he died.

A death mask of Dr. Martin Luther which is preserved
in the library of St. Mary's Church in Halle.

The last portrait of Luther. According to the authorities of the University
Library in Leipzig, this was very likely painted by Lucas Fortnagel. Jonas and
Coelius report that it was sketched after Luther had been lying in his casket
for one night.
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be from gravity, so hit the dirt." He carries himself erect, like a battleflag, and
you know that he's worth his weight in
cigarets.)

Frequently, however, they point a
contrast:
He leadeth me beside the still waters
(You are passing a sluggish stream hiding its brackish content under slimy
plants ...)

The soldier integrates various
thoughts. On reconnaissance duty he
says to himself:
Stand still. Be quiet. If you're surrounded, the noise you would make getting flat on your middle would be like
taking your finger out of a hole in the
dike of enemy firepower.

As he enters the jungle he observes:
"You feel the jungle weaving you
into its green tapestry."
The least successful sections are
those in which the men joke or tell
of their skirmishes with the Japs.
Bowman attempts to use their language but he fears, apparently, that
the readers will miss the point; therefore he enlightens them with such indications as "asks Pvt. Chapman, his
voice glutted with satire," and "Egan
pretends to be indignant." Even such
cracks as the one about the waterfilled foxhole-"Well, you made your
bed-now drink it!" -lose sparkle under such treatment. Bowman also errs
in trying to make their accounts too
"poetic."
The hypothetical soldier is able to
be constantly aware of the gap between himself and the ideal. He
warns himself: "Steady your voice.
You are about to impersonate a soldier." And he contrasts the emotional
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effort needed to shoot a distant man,
who is a mere military unit, with that
needed to kill at close quarters, to
stab.
The book contains many epigrammatic lines. With the soldier, "It
isn't the war that bothers him. It's
the duration." And the leaders
"stumble over truth but continue as
if nothing happened."

Music in Vienna
LEGEND OF A MUSICAL CITY.
By Max Graf. Philosophical Library, New York. 1945. 302 pages.
Illustrated. $3.00.
HOEVER

chose the title for Max

Graf's engrossing story of VienW
na, its music, and its musicians was

guilty of a queer error in judgment.
The musical glory that was Vienna
before the culture-laden city on the
Danube was brought under the heel
of Hitler is not legendary, and Graf,
who for a number of years was the
Nestor of Vienna's music critics, does
not present it as legendary. Had the
author or the publishers substituted
the word "glory" for "legend" in the
title, they would have done full
justice to the rich contents of the
fascinating book.
Music flourished in Vienna for
centuries, and Graf explains how and
why this came to be. Italy, other
neighboring lands, the Orient, the
Roman Catholic Church, and the
Viennese themselves contributed their
invaluable bits toward creating an
atmosphere favorable to the tonal art
and to all those who lived by, for,
and with the tonal art. Music of all
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types could thrive in Vienna. It could
thrive even under the long reign of
Emperor Francis Joseph, who, as Graf
ays, "lived music-less and died musicless."
Ludwig van Beethoven lived and
worked in Vienna. So did Christoph
Wilibald Gluck, Franz Schubert, Johannes Brahms, Anton Bruckner,
Hugo Wolf, Carl Goldmark, Johann
Strauss, Richard Strauss, Arnold
Schonberg, and many other composers. Famous conductors, among them
Hans Richter, Gustav Mahler, Richard Strauss, Bruno Walter, and Arturo Toscanini, inspired and uplifted
the hearts of the music-loving Viennese. But a pall of totalitarian smoke
enveloped the city when the Nazis
came. For forty years Graf had written about performances of operas in
Vienna; but when Hitler and his
minions took possession, Vienna,
which had been "as full of music as
a vineyard with grapes," became "a
police barracks and a dreary prison,"
just as "the chatter at the cafes on
the Parisian boulevards, the gossip in
the Brussels restaurants, the pilgrimages to Rome, the sensuous gypsy
music in Budapest, the elegant frivolity in Warsaw" came "to a dead end"
a short time later.
Graf's book is based on an accurate
knowledge of historical events and
trends; but it contains far more than
a mere recital of happenings. On
every page the learned author reveals
an exhaustive understanding of music
in its many and manifold forms. No
mere historian could have produced
a volume as full of life and pith as
the misnamed Legend of a Musical

City. Graf himself knew many of the
notables who contributed much to
the luxurious musical atmosphere in
Vienna. The anecdotes he relates
about them are fascinating, and his
evaluation of the importance of the
roles they played is founded on unusual critical acumen and on widereaching scholarship. The author
knew Brahms, Bruckner, Richard
Strauss, Mahler, Wolf, and other masters who lived in the "cross-roads of
Europe," which owed its characteristic spirit to "mixtures and minglings"
and where music "was brought to life
through the musical talent of many
nations."
At one time Richard Wagner, who
was a thorn in the flesh of sharptongued Eduard Hanslick and other
determined Wagner-baiters, declared
in a hitherto unpublished letter that
he would never return "to a city
where he could not even go to the
men's-room without being scolded."
But Wagner's music took hold in
Vienna in spite of Hanslick and
Hanslickites. At one time Graf registered for Professor Hanslick's lectures on musicology at the University
of Vienna. He heard "the little old
man who had dared fight Richard
Wagner, the mightiest genius of modern music, with the graceful periods
of a drawing-room hero" read "a
lecture which dealt with the life of
Beethoven in a most superficial way,
bare of scientific foundation." Graf
was bitterly disappointed. He never
attended another of Hanslick's lectures. But he set great store by the
music of Bruckner, who "had become
a lecturer on music at the University
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of Vienna contrary to Eduard Hanslick's wishes." The well-known detractor of Wagner and the Wagnerires "never forgave Bruckner in spite
of all the bowing and scraping the
latter indulged in whenever he encountered the dreaded critic."
Legend of a Musical City should be
read by all who are interested in
music. Even those who, for one
reason or another, cajole themselves
into believing that it is wise to steer
clear of music should give attention
to Graf's important book.

She Knew Hitler
HERITAGE OF FIRE: The Story of
Richard Wagner's Granddaughter.
By Friedelind Wagner and Page
Cooper. Harper & Brothers, New
York. 1945. 225 pages. Illustrated.
$3.00.
RIEDELIND WAGNER'S

bock is im-

F portant because it comes from the
pen and out of the heart of the
granddaughter of a man who bequeathed deathless masterpieces to
the world, because it punctures the
Hitlerian myth that the Nazi ideology was wholly in accord with the
Wagnerian philosophy, because it
contains much interesting information about the presentations of the
Wagner festivals at Bayreuth, and
because it gives numerous close-up
glimpses of Hitler.
The daughter of Siegfried Wagner
and Winifred Williams-Klindworth
Wagner adored her father; but her
own temperament and the temperament of her mother were usually at
loggerheads. Winifred Wagner was
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never able to bend Mausi, as Friedelind was called, to her will. The crisis
came when the mother, who was an
ardent champion of Hitler, traveled
to Switzerland in the spring of 1940
to try to compel her runaway daughter to return to Germany. Mausi refused. She, too, knew Hitler well;
but she was convinced that his ironfisted regime was a black blot on
the escutcheon of her native land.
She would have none of the Nazis
and their ways. Winifred went back
to Germany alone, and Mausi made
her way to England, where her outspoken opposition to Nazism and,
in fact, her mere presence had unique
propaganda value for the British
cause. In June, 1941, she came to the
United States, and on the morning
after her arrival in New York she
made application for her first American citizenship papers.
Devotees of music will enjoy reading Heritage of Fire because the
author has much to say about some of
the famous musicians with whom she
was on terms of friendship. The book
tells much more about the private
life of Siegfried Wagner than one can
glean from biographical sketches of
the able and devoted son of a great
and world-famous father. Wilhelm
Furtwangler, who, somewhat Sinatralike, made the ladies swoon, Richard
Strauss and his tight-fisted wife Pauline, Arturo Toscanini, Sir Thomas
Beecham, Frida Leider, and other
stars of the musical firmament appear
upon the scene in Miss Wagner's
book. Hermann Goring, Joachim von
Ribbentrop, and Joseph Gobbels
come into view now and then. In all
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likelihood many detailed accounts of
Hitler as he lived, breathed, talked,
and walked will be written in the
years that lie ahead, and it is entirely
probable that they will be far more
comprehensive than the sketches
given by Friedelind Wagner and her
collaborator; but in attempting to
analyze the mental make-up of the
man who hurled Germany into destruction it will always be helpful
to go back to the straightforward
story told by the granddaughter of
Richard Wagn·er. In Mausrs family
the Fiihrer was nicknamed Wolf. On
one occasion the girl, who was always
full of life and fun, remarked, "Did
you ever notice that Wolf's nostrils
are so wide they sometimes reach as
far as the end of his mouth?"
Heritage of Fire is worth reading
even though it is chockful of atrocious writing. But those who have
valuable stories to tell need not, so
it seems, be greatly concerned about
literary skill. Even their collaborators
need not give much attention to such
utterly prosaic things as punctuation
and syntax.

All the News
THE NEWSPAPER: ITS MAKING
AND ITS MEANING. By Members of the Staff of the New York
Times. Charles Scribner's Sons,
1945. 207 pages. $2.00.
BEHIND-THE-SCENES

view of a great

American newspaper is offered
A
the reader in this book by a group
·of twelve journalistic experts. In it are
reproduced a series of lectures on
newspaper mechanics and ethics pre-

sented to an audience of New York
school teachers by reporters, editors,
specialists, and the Times publisher.
However, this journalistic book is
much more than a New York Times
handbook. It is a general treatise on
an always timely topic that newspaper readers-and newspapermencan find instructive and easy reading.
Because the articles were composed
chiefly to be spoken, rather than read,
a note of monotony creeps in occasionally.
Men and women experienced in
the field of journalism are the authors, and they do not confine themselves to waving the newspaper banner of lofty idealism. They supplement their instructions with concrete
examples. They praise, and they criticize. Of the dozen Times contributors,
four have won the Pulitzer prize,
and of these, Arthur Krock, chief
Washington correspondent, is a twotime winner. The others who have
thus distinguished themselves in this
manner are: Hanson Baldwin, United
States Naval Academy graduate who
is the staff military expert; Anne
O'Hare McCormick, editorial writer
and foreign correspondent; and
James R. Reston, national correspondent.
Also on this imposing list of authors are Arthur Hays Sulzberger,
publisher; Edwin L. James, managing
editor; Lester Markel, Sunday editor;
Turner Catledge, assistant managing
editor; Foster Hailey, editorial writer;
Frank S. Adams, general assignment
reporter; Neil MacNeil, assistant
night managing editor; and Brooks
Atkinson, war correspondent.
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Any one interested in a better understanding of American newspapers
might do well to read this brief survey. The opinions of these specialists
carry much weight. After digesting
the news analysis, the reader of this
book should, by all odds, become a
more discerning student of the American newspaper.
HERBERT STEINBACH

Enigma
THE LIFE OF THE HEART:
George Sand and Her Times. By
Frances Winwar. Harper & Brothers, New York. 1945. 312 pages.
$3.00.
LTHO UGH

George Sand has been

A moldering in her grave for sev-

enty years, the controve!'sy which
raged about her during her lifetime
has not abated. For many reasons,
and in many ways, the career of the
famous French novelist was an amazing one. Frances Winwar's engrossing
and carefully documented biography
seeks to solve the enigma of George
Sand. Miss Winwar is convinced that
Madame Sand's restless and feverish
searching for happiness and fulfillment had its beginning in a disturbed
and abnormal childhood. From the
day of her birth, in Paris, on July 4,
1804, Amantine Aurore Lucille
Dupin was the center of a violent
controversy between her selfish, ambitious mother and her autocratic
paternal grandmother. Madame
Aurore Dupin had been inflexibly
opposed to her son's marriage to
a common young adventuress. The
birth of the child Aurore did not
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soften her. When Captain Maurice
Dupin was killed four years later, his
mother began a carefully planned
campaign to alienate Aurore from
her mother. Madame Dupin was
wealthy; Sophie Dupin was penniless.
The uneven struggle lasted three
years. Then Madame Dupin literally
bought off Sophie, and Aurore became her grandmother's ward and
heiress. Unfortunately, however, the
emotional conflict could not be so
easily settled. Until the time of
Madame Dupin's death Aurore was
torn between her love for her selfish
and frivolous mother and a sense of
duty and loyalty toward her embittered grandmother.
A sensitive, highly imaginative
child, Aurore easily became overwrought and was given to periods of
morbid introspection. She learned
easily and quickly and made rapid
progress in all her studies. She was
keenly observant and shrewdly intuitive. Many of the fashionable men
and women who visited Nohant-her
grandmother's, and later her own,
home-re-appeared later in the novels
of George Sand. During the four
years she spent in a convent school
Aurore for a time became deeply
religious. This was merely a passing
phase. The rationalistic teachings of
her grandmother left a lasting imprint on Aurore's religious thinking.
Madame Dupin died when Aurore
was seventeen. The next year the girl
entered into an unhappy marriage
with Casimir Dudevant, a loutis4 person of whom Heinrich Heine said
that "he has the tepid vulgarity,
the banal nullity, the porcelain stare

1._~--~-~-~
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of a Chinese pagoda." Four years
later Aurore published Indiana, the
first authentic George Sand novel.
This was the beginning of a long and
brilliant career-a career marked by
the creation of eighty novels and by
an almost incredible succession of
scandalous, highly publicized love
affairs.
The Life of the Heart offers fulllength portraits of Chopin and other
famous men who came under the
strange spell of the amazing George
Sand. Miss Winwar writes with
warmth, understanding, and complete
frankness of the erotic, neurotic, and
desperately driven figure who was
"weary and disillusioned from the
cradle, incurably touched by the
malady of the century."

Irish Wit and Charm
LOVELY IS THE LEE. By Robert
Gibbings. E. P. Dutton & Co., Inc.,
New York. 1945. 256 pages. Illustrated with engravings by the
author. $3.00.
lf1) OBERT

GIBBINGS'

enchanting ac-

f t count of carefree and beautyladen days spent in exploring the
southern and western part of his
native Ireland offers a sure refuge
from the cares and worries of this
troubled postwar world. "When I
went back to Ireland," Mr. Gibbings
tells us, "I wanted to return at least
some small token of what I had
brought away in my youth. But it
was I who became the richer. Where
I dropped silver I picked up gold."
In Lovely Is the Lee the author
shares his riches with us. We journey

with him from Galway, along the
lovely River Lee, through towns and
villages, over moors and meadows to
the Aran Islands. Along the way we
meet the simple, hospitable Irish
town and country folk; we hear their
wondrous tales of folk lore and fantasy and their exciting stories of the
mystical and the supernatural. We
meet Ireland's famous "little people,"
the leprechauns, poukhas, and cluricauns, who seem so real and so completely natural that we, too, are
tempted to say with the author, "And
there's some that don't believe in
fairies!" We are initiated into the
habits and manners of the birds and
the animals, and we are made to see
the enthralling beauty of the countryside. Mr. Gibbings takes us to Cork,
"the loveliest city in the world. Anybody who doesn't agree with me
either was not born there or is prejudiced." Wherever we go we see the
remains of Ireland's ancient culture,
and everywhere we are made welcome at dances, wedding, and wakes.
On his last evening in Ireland Mr.
Gibbings sat by the fire in Batty Kit's
cottage.
Towards midnight I got up to go.
... Batty Kit began to speak. "I knew
your grandfather," he said, "a hearty
handsome man, and mad for the old
stones and the antiquities; and I knew
your mother before ever she was married, a lovely, fine, soft young girl she
was . . . . John is dead since, God rest
his soul, and your mother went, too, God
rest her. And now I know your son. Four
generations of you." He took both my
hands in his. "Goodbye to you now ...
May the Lord God of Heaven love you."
Lovely Is the Lee, a Book-of-the-

-~~-I
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Month Club selection for December,
is illustrated with the author's exquisite wood engravings. Sweet
Thames Run Softly and Coming
Down the Wye are earlier works
from the gifted pen of Mr. Gibbings.

Old Charm
LEAVE CANCELLED. By Nicholas
Monsarrat. Alfred A. Knopf, New
York. 1945. 124 pages. $2.00.
ECAUSE th ~

Ivanhoe. Their relationship can
achieve perfection because so few elements are present to be reconciled.
The book offers much of the charm
of the old Proven~al discussions of
ideal lovers at the Courts of Love.
The questions of the extent to which
love may be managed and enhanced
by the intellect and of the ways in
which it may be integrated with the
other elements of life are considered
with subtlety and wisdom.

delayed second day of

B their wartime honeymoon was to
be followed by two years of separation, the British officer and his young
wife wanted to fill the fleeting holiday with experiences that they could
keep recollecting. What they thought
and did are recounted in Leave Cancelled in the form of a retrospect
addressed to the wife by the husband.
This record of their thoughts and
emotions is in many ways delightful.
Their love is sincere and deep, but
they are mature enough to remain
aware of the world around them.
They are passionate and sorrowful,
but they keep their sense of humor
and gayety. Monsarrat has attempted
to depict a perfect relationship. But
in this attempt he has fallen into the
fault of the "case history"; his characters seem less like brave, pathetic
human beings than shining patterns.
The husband, to be sure, a survivor
of Dunkirk, suffers from nervous attacks whenever there is an air raid,
but his nature is not otherwise complicated; and the young wife, in
spite of a few bursts of tears, is
little more real than Rowena in

.1.
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Disappointment
MEET YOUR ANCESTORS. A Biography of Primitive Man. By Roy
Chapman Andrews. Viking Press,
New York. 1945. 259 pages. $3.00.
T

must be a very agreeable change

I of fare for a downright evolutionist
to turn away from such books as
Jenning's Genetic Variations in Relation to Evolution and from Goldschmidt's The Material Basis of Evolution to the rich and colorful, though
largely fictional, account of the origin
of the human race presented in this
latest book of Prof. Andrews. The
devout believer in evolution has risen
greatly disturbed from the reading of
the works of Jennings and Goldschmidt, has been shocked by the
irreverence with which Louis T.
More of the University of Cincinnati
(in The Dogma of Evolution) handles
the certainties of Darwin, Spencer,
and Huxley. But after reading Andrews his faith is fully restored. He
may still be inclined to place his
question marks over against some
statements-such as the disappearance
of the tail because in passing from
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one geological age to another the apes
"habitually sat on their rear ends,"
and he rna y wonder how the instinct
of modesty could arise in the Neanderthal "only as a result of teaching,"
he will be shocked to r ead that the
origin of the Piltdown Man is "a
mass of uncertainties," and that the
greatest British anthropologists differ
so widely regarding this relic that one
will regard it as representing "the
most primitive human brain so far
recorded," while another expert of
high rank believes it to be "essentially like the brain of modern humans." But, on the whole, the evolutionist who seeks evidence to shore
up a badly damaged theory of origins,
will find in this book what he wants.
Prof. Andrews dedicates his book to a
fellow-scientist, Prof. W. K. Gregory,
who has written a book to prove that
the human face is directly descended
from that of the fish.
Disregarding the testimony of other
experts in the field, Dr. Andrews
places both the Peking and Java Man
in the direct line of modern human
ancestry. In agreement with the purpose of the book, which is to be a
,popular presentation, "concerned
with conclusions, not with the technical details," the various tabulations
of comparative measurements, the evidence concerning the implements
made of bone and rock, and similar
matters, are not presented. For this
reason alone the proof here offered
for man's descent from the ape appears much more convincing than it
does to the reader of the scientific
text books. Add to this the convincing force of an account written by

one who has himself participated in
fossil-hunting expeditions, and the
attraction of a beautiful narrative
and descriptive style, and one can
well imagine that the reader who
does not realize how completely evolutionists are at sea regarding the
mechanics of development will be
ready to accept man's brute origin
after closing the book.
However, even the descriptive art
of Prof. Andrews and the charm of
his style are not able to cover up
the weakness of the case presented.
Commenting on the huge mammals
which lived during the Pleistocene,
the author remarks: "Nature discovered that enormous size was a liability
rather than an asset and that it
threatened the existence of the type,
so she cut it down. Her experiment
hadn't worked." Such a personification of nature or change of mind
is, of course, nonsense. When reviewing the whole fossil series, the comment is made that placing some of
these fossils in their relation to our
race "is confusing because the known
specimens do not show a gradual
transformation of characters from the
lowest to the highest type according
to geological age and theoretical expectations." In other words, the evidence for the evolutionist's program
is wanting. Concerning the race which
left its paintings in the caves of
France and Spain we now admit our
ignorance of what "until a few years
ago was accepted fact." The defects
would have been multiplied if Prof.
Andrews had told the full story about
some of these fossil remains of the
early instances of our race. Concern
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ing Rhodesia Man, found in South
Africa, the investigations of A. S.
Woodward are mentioned by Prof.
Andrews. But he does not say that
this prominent geologist has declared
that this skeleton must have been
buried where it was found "at some
comparatively recent date" and that
in any event its antiquity is "completely discredited." All in all, the
sub-title of Prof. Andrews' book, "A
Biography of Primitive Man," rouses
expectations which the author does
not make good.

Unlimited Power
ATOMIC ENERGY IN THE COMING ERA. By David Dietz. Dodd,
Mead & Company, New York. 1945.
184 pages. $2.00.
author, who is Science Editor
the Scripps-Howard newspapers, has long kept in clo"se touch
with scientific matters and has interviewed many outstanding scientists.
In this book he explains the developments in atomic research which made
possible the atom bomb. The title
suggests that the whole volume is of
a prophetic nature, predicting future
applications of atomic energy. As a
matter of fact, only the first and last
chapters are of that character. The
remaining thirteen chapters outline
for the reader the history of the
atomic theory and the most important discoveries and experiments that
have led up to the present state of
knowledge in the field of atomic
physics. Three chapters treat of the
development, the testing, and the use
of the atom bomb.
HE

T of
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The book is intended for the general intelligent reader. It omits all
mathematical formulae, explains the
scientific terms it employs, and is
written in a simple, lucid style. We
believe that it will admirably serve
its purpose. Readers to whom the
subject is rather unfamiliar will do
well to read the more important
chapters twice, so as to impress the
material on their minds. The proofreading on the text has not been any
too well done.
The changes in human affairs envisaged by Dietz after ways of tapping
and utilizing atomic energy have been
developed are such as to vindicate
his statement that "when the day .
comes that atomic energy is available
in unlimited quantities, mankind will
move into an era as different from
the present as the present is from
ancient Egypt." On one point, however, we cannot agree with the author. With reference to the fear that
the unlocking of atomic energy will
prove the eventual undoing of mankind, he asserts that science brings
"a spirit, its own guiding spirit, and
in this there is hope for mankind."
He motivates this claim with the statement that the spirit of science is a
spirit of courage and tolerance and
that scientists are humane and wish
to ennoble and enrich life. Science
as such, however, is neither moral
nor immoral: it is morally neutral.
And what relevance 'has the character of scientists? The manufacturers
of machine guns may have every admirable quality imaginable, but that
will not keep their products from
dealing death and destruction in the
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hands of the irresponsible and of
criminals. Unless a higher and mightier Spirit influences the hearts of
men, the spirit of science and scientists will prove impotent to avert the
dangers that arise from placing almost unlimited power into the hands
of brutal and selfish men and nations.

Compromise
THE AGE OF JACKSON. By Arthur
M. Schlesinger, Jr. Little, Brown
and Company, Boston. 1945. 577
pages. $5.oo.
" \ \ JRITING

in a style highly remi-

VV niscent of that used by Sandburg in his monumental biography
of Lincoln, Arthur Schlesinger analyzes the Jacksonian era-a period
which might well be called the adolescence of the United States. He
chronicles the events, offers biographical sketches of the leading personages, outlines the conflicts, and ~is
cusses the philosophy which underlay the political issues of that day.
To Schlesinger, the Jacksonian era
is the political and economic (and
in some respects the social) history
of the United States in miniature.
This young Harvard historian believes that the history of the United
States is the history of conflict, that
in every era-and the Jacksonian
period is a notable example-there
have been attempts made by men
holding extreme political views to
gain control of the government. Had
the attempts of either group been
successful, the forward march of liberal democracy would have been
halted. But fortunately, in the age

of Jackson as well as in every other
age, the conflict between the extreme
views resulted in a victory for neither
group, but rather in a compromise, a
compromise which benefited rather
than harmed the nation.
The Jacksonian attitude presumes a
perpetual tension in society, a doubtful
equilibrium, constantly breeding strife
and struggle: it is, in essence, a rejection
of easy solutions, and for this reason it
is not always popular.... But one may
wonder whether a society which eliminated struggle would possess much liberty (or even much real stability) . Freedom does not last long when bestowed
from above. It lasts only when arrived at
competitively, out of the determination
of groups which demand it as a general
rule in order to increase the opportunities for themselves. To some the picture
may not be consoling. But world without conflict is the world of fantasy; and
practical attempts to realize society witho'ut conflict by confiding power to a single authority have generally resulted
(when they have taken place on a larger
scale than Brisbane's phalansteries) in
producing a society where the means of
suppressing conflict are rapid and efficient.

The author's biographical sketches
are worth the price of this comparatively expensive book. Clay, Taney,
Calhoun, Benton, Webster, Van
Buren, Jackson, and a host of lesser
worthies stand forth in bold relief
as a result of Schlesinger's etching.
His evaluations of Clay and Webster
will force many to modify their opinions of these men.
Schlesinger has a scholarly respect
for sources and a gift for presenting
his facts in a readable fashion. N aturally, a book of this type has a fine
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bibliography and a detailed index.
The Age of jackson will be read and
re-read.

Great Midwesterner
A MAN FROM KANSAS. By David
Hinshaw. G. P. Putnam's Sons.
New York. 1945. 305 pages. $3.00.
ROM this book's sub-title, "The
F
Story of William Allen White,"
one is led to believe that he is
a.bout to read the biography of the
noted American newsman from Kansas. However, this is only wishful
thinking, for actually A Man From
Kansas, is anything but biography.
While the book defies a classification
according to literary type, it might
be called a series of informal essays
about Mr. White, written by a former Emporian and lifelong friend
of the Gazette's editor.
Starting with his ancestry and his
early childhood days, the book takes
Mr. White through his days of professional growth, into the political
arena, and finally to his position of
prominence as a philosopher, writer,
and international figure. Although
this is not a definite study of the
Emporia journalist, it is interesting
and valuable in parts, especially those
dealing with the Kansan's attitude
toward and relationships with a series
of Presidents and other top political
figures. (Incidentally, "T. R." was his
favorite person.)
All in all, the book is not satisfying. As might be suspected, the
author finds it impossible to be objective enough, though he must be
given credit for trying. There is so
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much material quoted from the editorial page of the Emporia Gazette
that one feels he is reading a compilation of Mr. White's journalistic work.
Then, too, the reader is forced to
jump back and forth in time, as Mr.
Hinshaw refuses to be chronological,
or even logical, in his presentation.
For example, in one of the concluding chapters, "Last Editorials," he
whisks back to a 191 o quotation for
very little reason at all. Finally, some
of the facts may be questioned. There
have been rumors that Mr. Hinshaw
was extremely anti-Roosevelt during
the days of the New Deal. Apparently
William Allen White was also; at
least it appears so in A Man From
Kansas.
The sage of Emporia deserves a
better book than this. To produce
one would be a worthwhile project
for the William Allen White School
of Journalism, at the University of
Kansas, which is to be endowed by
a foundation organized by the friends
of the Kansas editor. That Mr. Hinshaw's book will play a part in the
raising of funds for this purpose is
commendation enough.

Good Pictures-Poor Text
ONE NATION. By Wallace Stegner.
Houghton Miffiin Co., Boston.
1945· 340 pages. $3·75·
oR a year · and a half the editors
F
of Look, through their staff of
expert photographers, collected the
pictures for this volume and then
commissioned Wallace Stegner to prepare the survey of racial and economic conditions in the United States.
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Their purpose was to present what
the editor of Look calls "an objective treatment of individual minorities." The point of view was to be
fact-finding and impartial. One does
not read very far into the book, however, before one is well aware of the
accusation against prevalent conditions, of which both text and pictures
are a vehicle. There are twelve or
thirteen groups which are here
treated as minorities and they are
each pictured as badly misunderstood,
to say the least. There are the Filipinos; the Japanese and the Chinese;
various types of Spanish-Americans;
the American Indians; the Negroes,
, both South and North; the Catholic
Church; and the Jews. A pretty good
plea is made for the displaced J apanese, the Mexican crop-workers, and
the American Indians. But no one
acquainted with life in the South
would admit that the relationships
here pictured fairly represent the lot
of the decent and law-abiding Southern Negro. The description of the
life of the Negro in the northern
states is more adequate.
To represent Roman Catholicism
as one of the minorities which deserves our pity would appear as quite
amusing to anyone who knows the
dominating position held by Roman
Catholics wherever they have built
up a few strong urban parishes. The
text admits that the AP A and the
Ku Klux Klan are all but dead but
still finds it necessary to speak of
"lies, rumors, and irresponsible accusations often leveled" against the
Roman Catholic Church. Not a whisper of the political aggression of

Romanism in this country, of its
dominance over the newspapers, of
the entire political program of Catholic Action. Much in the same way,
there is a one-sided defense of the
Jew as against the anti-Semitic agitation. The picture is once more distorted in the interest of the Jewish
minority with an over-stressing of the
social antagonism of Gentiles against
their Jewish neighbors.
We have mentioned the picturization, which is excellent. There are
hundreds of pictures, none of them
poor, many outstanding examples of
photographic art.

Good Reading
0. HENRY MEMORIAL AWARD
PRIZE STORIES of I945· Edited
by Herschel Brickell. Doubleday,
Doran, and Company, Inc., Garden City, N. Y. 1945. 301 pages.
$2-50·
HE

group of stories in this year's

T
0. Henry Memorial Award collection is, by any standard, one of
the best yet published. Those who
have followed this anthology, which
has appeared annually since 1919,
will be impressed by the variety in
theme and technique apparent in
these selections.
First prize goes to Walter Van Tilburg Clark, author of the novel, The
Ox-Bow Incident, who has had a story in the last four 0. Henry volumes.
His selection, "The Wind and the
Snow of Winter," is an ageless story
of age, a tale of a very old Nevada
prospector who has lived through
important epochs in American his-
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tory and who now has a rendezvous
with death.
Irwin Shaw, winner of last year'i
award, is the writer of the second
place winner, "Gunner's Passage."
This is a story of the impact of war
on the men who fight wars-a story
which brings into sharp focus the
psychology of the modern American
fighting man.
There was considerable disagreement among the judges about the
third place selection, "Old Bill Bent
to Drink," by Ben Hur Lampman. It
is a typical "tall tale" in the vein of
Stephen Vincent Benet, but it seems
a little over-done, a little strained,
even for a literary folk tale, a type
of writing which allows for a good
bit of over-doing.
Another war story, this time one
of a soldier who paradoxically regains his sense of values through losing them in an affair with an English girl, is awarded the top place
among the first published stories.
v\'ritten shortly after the siege of
Bastogne, "Flesh and Blood" is by
Captain Laurence Critchell, who
served with the 101st Airborne Division in the European theatre.
Particularly worthy of special attention are "Burial in the Desert,"
by Edward Fenton; "The New Kid,"
by Murray Heyert; "A Piece of
Bread," by Frances Gray Patton;
"Lead Her Like a Pigeon," by Jessamyn West; and "Call a Solemn Assembly," by Ruth Portugal.
Of the twenty-two stories in the
collection, eleven deal with the war
in one phase or another. However,
there is ample variety. All of the war
selections have a different slant, and

the remaining ones have themes
ranging from problems in racial relationships to those of child psychology.
During the past few years American life has been unusually rough
and brutal and degrading. As is only
natural, some of these stories picture
that life. But all of them are fresh
and vigorous. Most afford excellent
reading for those who like short stories in the modern manner.

Journey into Maturity
RAW MATERIAL. By Oliver La
Farge. Houghton Mifflin Co., Boston. 1945. 213 pages. $3.00.
book is "the autobiographical
T
examination of an artist's journey
into maturity."
is La Farge's atHIS

It

tempt to answer the question, "What
makes me the way I am?" His scrutiny
spends little time on heredity, but
concentrates on environment-those
environments of whose impress upon
his character he is definitely aware.
The school years at Groton and Harvard made their mark, both to the
good and to the bad. The Bohemian
life in New Orleans' French Quarter
likewise left its impression. The years
spent in ethnological research in Central America uncovered hidden facets
of understanding, as did his years of
work with and among the Indians of
the Southwest. In this introspective
study the author records many observations which are common to all
men, others that are highly individual.
The chapter in which he reviews
his religious experiences displays a
confusion that never resolves itself,
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ranging from an accepted faith in
childhood through an uneasy atheism
to a mixture of Oriental and Navajo
mysticism tempered with a generous
dose of rationalism. None seem to
satisfy.
Here and there the account drags
because the author has employed this
book as a vehicle to get a great many
things off his chest which really have
no bearing on his "journey into maturity." Recognizing the temptation
to include innumerable passages
which merely give a writer a chance
to strut his stuff, he comments, "leaving them in a story is sheer selfindulgence," and adds, "In the present book that has been a hideous
problem, and I fear that it has not
been successfully conquered ... " We
agree. It is one of the elements which
often reduces his speculative analysis
of himself to a somewhat boring excursion of personal observation. We
find whenever a man begins to write
about himself he never knows just
when to be proud and when to be
humble. That fault is also evident in
Raw 1\!Iaterial.

Reconstruction
THREE MEN IN NEW SUITS. By
J. B. Priestley. Harper & Brothers,
New York. 1945. 217 pages. $2.50.
Men in New Suits, that betheir release from the
army, came home. One was Alan
Strete, of English nobility, who returned to Swansford Manor to find
his mother, his sister, and his married brother desperately holding to
the familiar way of life that had lost
its significance under the impact of
the war. Another was Herbert Ken-

ford, from the farm, bitterly disappointed by the well-meaning but selfish planning of his parents and older
brother. The third, Eddie Mold, was
confused to the point of desperation
when he arrived at an empty cottage
to be plagued by the gossip of his
wife's unfaithfulness.
Three Men in New Suits came
home from the wars and none of
them found what they sought. They
found the folks at home intent upon
preserving the old way of living with
its greed and selfishness. They had
not fought together to perpetuate
these things and their resentment was
intense, their determination to change
matters definite.
In this volume J. B. Priestley, noted
British novelist, essayist, and play
wright, turns his attention upon tht
problem of the returning British serviceman. His story points up the problem of reconstruction much more effectively than many an article. If his
"Three Men" display the true temper
of the returning servicemen, then
there is still hope that we may gain
something from World War II. His
book is clear in showing up the weaknesses of our society. It is noble and
altruistic in offering a solution. But
as usual, with books which deal with
social problems, it offers no dynamic
to insure success.

HREE

T tokened

Reunion
HOME FIRES BURNING. By Robert Henriques. The Viking Press,
New York. 1945. 241 pages. $2.50.
HAT

does it feel like to come

home after the war? What
W
would it feel like to meet a fiance

whose entire mental outlook had
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been changed by a head wound?
Jane, a British nurse, on her way
home was confronted with this problem. David Sloane, her fiance, had
had a brilliant literary future before.
Now, so she heard, things were different. Aunt Mary, Dr. Harris, David's
brother, Robert, the wounded corporal, Charlie, all contributed something to her mental picture of their
reunion. But she had to see for herself.
The last eight miles of her journey,
when she walked through a beloved
countryside on the morning of Christmas Eve, is beautifully descriptive.
Each step of the way brought back
memories, rich in their association together. Jane and David were seen in
other days from every hilltop and in
every vale, at every bridge and along
every road. What would it be now?
By contrast, their actual meeting is
anticlimactic. The story ends on an
unfinished note.
Jane's journey home is set against
the troubled background of the problems of British demobilization. This
seems to have become a favorite
theme of British authors and is indicative of the great concern with
which thoughtful Englishmen are regarding the transition from war to
peace. The plots are fictitious, but the
problems are real. They attempt to
give voice to the inarticulate feelings
of many returning servicemen who
are not at all satisfied by what they
find. Evidently this has posed a social problem of much greater moment
on the "tight little isle" than in the
broad reaches of the U. S. A. We
have not read or heard any account
of returning American servicemen
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which matches the depth of feeling
about their home town evident in the
British stories we have read.

Jew and Gentile
THE jEWISH DILEMMA. By Elmer Berger. The Devin-Adair Company, New York. 1945. 257 pages.
$3.00.
FOCUS. By Arthur Miller. Reynal

and Hitchcock, New York. 1945.
217 pages. $2.50.
formerly rab·
bi in Flint and Pontiac, Michigan, is now executive director of the
American Council for Judaism. This
council represents a group which
sponsors the concept of Jewish integration as against the doctrine of Jewish nationalism. The fact that Jews
the world over have been called on to
support the former ideal makes this
book, which eloquently takes issue
with it, one that will undoubtedly create a real controversy among the Jewish people themselves.
Several years ago the Saturday Evening Post published a series of articles
by Milton Mayer on "The Case
Against the Jew." When Rabbi Isserman in St. Louis announced in the
public press that he would answer
these articles in an address in Temple
Israel, we went there to hear him. We
were particularly impressed with that
eminent rabbi's denouncement of the
illustrations in these Post articles,
showing Jews at worship, wearing
their hats and praying shawls. "No
wonder," Isserman declared, "that the
) ews are considered a peculiar people
by their fellow Americans." Thus
ABBI ELMER BERGER,

R

56

The CRESSET

Rabbi Isserman raised his voice on
behalf of Jewish integration versus
separation in our own country. It is
this same theme that Rabbi Berger
enlarges upon. He strongly takes issue with his fellow Jews who have assumed to speak for all Jews in the
world and who are endeavoring to
regiment them to the support of the
Zionist-nationalist ideology. He points
out that the troubles of the Jews in
the world did not originate in their
persecution by the Nazis; but he
holds, and rightly so, that the "Jewish dilemma" has its roots in an older
background and history, in the mixture of Jewish nationalism and the
Jewish religion in their history. And
so he maintains that the "dilemma"
will not be resolved until the Jews
the world over answer for themselves
fully and realistically the question,
"Are we a religion or a nation? Are
we people or a people?"
It is Berger's contention that the
average Jew has long ago answered
for himself these questions. He certainly is in position to know. Newspaper reports a few days ago mentioned the fact that Jews remaining
in Berlin today and who face a bleak
and trying winter there are not minded to leave Germany, but rather desire to rehabilitate themselves in the
land in which they were bred and
born and where they feel they belong.
So Rabbi Berger undoubtedly has
much to prove his thesis that most
Jews already have answered the above
questions for themselves-Jews who
value above all their rights as free individuals in a democratic world ana
who do not "want to have the clock
set back to a ghettoized race-state-

church status so urgently demanded
in their name."
However, and on this point Berger
is silent, it strikes us that the real
difficulty lies in the fact that for many
Jews, perhaps it is chiefly the orthodox Jews, religion and race are so
closely connected that they are inseparable. The Reformed Jew who has
set aside the religion of his fathers
and who finds his life's ideal in
achieving success for himself in this
world is not bothered by this problem; but the Jew who still holds to
his Messianic hope (a false hope as
far as the Christian is concerned) and
looks forward to a realization of that
hope in a restoration of the old Jewish theocracy in Palestine-this Jew is
confronted with the problem. In fact,
this is the real "Jewish Dilemma."
Will Berger's effort help to resolve
that dilemma? We doubt it.
Focus, a first novel by Arthur Miller, also takes up the problem of the
Jew in America. The plot of the
novel is almost negligible, sketching a
few episodes in the life of the average
New Yorker. Its characterization is
probably inadequate for most readers,
though the author does show some insight into the big city mind and soul.
Its ending will be exasperating for
those who like definiteness.
In this book, both plot and character, the traditional elements of fiction, are subservient to the most important factor of the book-the author's thesis. Here is presented one of
the most unusual, and altogether
plausible, explanations of the friction
between the Jew and Gentile. Mr.
Miller makes the point that our reactions to other nationalities are mere
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hallucinations. We see them as we
are, not a~ they are. Our foibles and
weakne~ses become theirs.
Fear is behind this error in focus;
fear is the force which prompts us to
distrust and to hate others who are
unlike us. As Mr. Miller puts it, in
writing about his book:
A man is talking to you. He is speaking intimately because you are both the
"same." A point arrives and you tell him
you are not what he thought you were.
The spell is broken. His eyes change.
You change in his eyes. You are the
same man you were a moment before
but now you are different, for better or
worse. Because now he knows "what you
are."
I have tried, in Focus, to show the
turning of the soul of man from fear to
welcoming in the presence of a city
which has changed its idea of him when
his face changes. I have tried to confront a man with his own hallucination.

18th Century Maverick
A BENJAMIN FRANKLIN READER. Edited by Nathan G. Goodman. Thomas Y. Crowell Company, New York. 1945. 818 pages.
$3·5°·
HE

jacket of this anthology of the

T writings of that most fabulous of

Americans states that "here, for the
first time, Franklin's writings have
been collected in a large, comprehensive one-volume edition." Well, not
exactly. A collection of Franklin's
"autobiographical writings" edited by
Carl Van Doren, Pulitzer prize biographer of Franklin, has been out for
some months. Both volumes, of
course, contain the famous autobiography.
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Mr. Goodman is less concerned
with chronology than is Mr. Van Doren, but rather with sundry views
which he groups into large categories,
such as religious beliefs, editing and
publishing, promoting the general
welfare, experimenting and observing, diplomatic activities abroad, and
the inevitable miscellany. Altogether
(says the publisher) there are "more
than 17 5 letters, essays, and papers
. . . selections from Poor Richard's
A lmanack, Freedom of the Press,
Speeding up the Mails, Fundamental
Experiments in Electricity, Journal of
a Voyage from London tO' Philadelphia, Charting the Gulf Stream, First
Aerial Voyage by Man, Pennsylvania
Fireplaces, Daylight Saving, The Art
of Procuring Pleasant Dreams, Fundamental Principles of the Colonial
Struggle, Treaty of Alliance N egotiated with France, selections from the
Dogood Papers, Advice on the Choice
of a Mistress, On Perfumes, the rarely
printed Reflections on Courtship and
Marriage, and many previously unpublished items and dozens of selections unavailable in popular editions."
A critical evaluation of the varied
opinions of such a widely learned, unbelievably busy, extremely articulate,
and, in many ways, very wise man
would require detailed analyses. Benjamin Franklin is one of the small
company of American giants, there
can be no mistake about that. And
what he has to say necessarily commands respect. Agreement is something else.
Theologically Franklin can perhap~
best be described as a deist. On many
matters the versatile doctor's state-
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ments are "loaded." For instance, he
wrote to a troubled friend (page 683)
that a single man "resembles the odd
half of a pair of scissors." (Pretty
sharp, though.) But why the odd
half?
Short introductions precede the various sections. The editor has done a

commendable job of letting Franklin
speak for himself: fascinating discourses all, from the sparkling pages
of the autobiography to the remarkable (and lengthy) last will and testament. The "grand old gentleman"
had things to say-and he said Lhem.
ALBERT WEHLING

For a Few Listening
These songs were never mine
Who took the threads of words and rhyme
To weave the bright design
That shall grow frayed with time.
You let sunlight in the room
And gave me bread
And stood beside me at the loom
With your tenderness unsaid.
These are songs owned in your name
Who kept the faith, who held the flame.
-HELEN MYRTIS LANGE
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propriately motivated and dramatically achieved.
H ERBERT H. UMBACH

THE QUEST
By Ludwig Bauer. Concordia Publishing House, Saint Louis. 1945.
240 pages. $2.50.

SOVIET FAR EASTERN

HIS entertaining story presents the
vicissitudes of three Jewish shepherds who see the Christ-child in the
manger on Christmas Eve (the only
inspiring chapter among 46-all
strangely brief). Written in tragic
overtones, suspense reaches its climax
when Jesus p erforms a triple miracle
which helps the blinded shepherd
David and his son Jonathan, who
until then had been known as the
Roman soldier Dara. Christ appears
but twice; His influence, however,
dominates the action, and Mr. Bauer
thereby points up the meaning of
this novel's title.
The wholesome plot skirts the edge
of coincidence, yet is artistically
plausible. The many characters are
replete with human interest of all
kinds. Bible episodes, Scripture
phrases and quotations, and historical background are significantly synthesized. Here is Christian fiction ap-

POLICY 1931-1945
By Harriet L. Moore. Princeton
University Press, Princeton, New
Jersey. 1945. 277 pages~ $2.50.

T

VERYONE who has observed the

course of past and current events
E
with a level eye realizes that the
Soviet Union is determined to maintain and enlarge its prestige and its
power in the Far East as well as on
the European scene. Therefore, Harriet L. Moore's excellent study of
important aspects of the manner in
which the vast nation is striving to
safeguard its interests on an important part of the great world-stage is
a contribution of indisputable value.
The book was sponsored by the International Secretariat of the Institute of Pacific Relations. In an extensive appendix the author has given
the full texts of key diplomatic documents in recent Far East history-
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from a comment in Izvestia pertaining to the Japanese invasion of Manchuria in 1931 to the Soviet Union's
declaration of war on Japan and the
Soviet-Chinese treaty of 1945. The
material which forms the basis of the
narrative portion of Soviet Far Eastern poli9 1931-1945 has been drawn
in the main from Russian sources.

THE HIGH BARBAREE
By Charles Nordhoff and James
Norman Hall. Little, Brown and
Company, Boston. 1945. 230 pages.
$2.00.
HIS

is a story with an unusual

plot. Two airmen are adrift in the
T
Central Pacific on a Catalina that
has been crippled in sinking a Japanese submarine. One of them, as the
days wear on, tells the other of an
island that was reported about a century ago in the region where they
are. It is to be found on no map because its existence has never been
established. This island played an
important role in the airman's childhood fancies, and he had strange
dreams about it.
From this point on the story unfolds very much as one would expect
it to. While we read we were irritated
and annoyed at various features in
the narrative, and, as reviewers do,
we made mental note of certain criticisms that we would launch. When
we came to the unexpected ending,
however (for we are not of those who
read the ending before we have read
the rest), the intended criticisms lost
their pertinence.
The device that brings about the

~

surprising ending here was effectively used by 0. Henry in one of his
short stories. Whether this device
lends itself equally well to a narrative
of book length, such as we have here,
is a matter on which opinions may
differ. Our judgment is that it does
not. Yet the story has its points and
is wholesome reading except for the
regrettable fact that it is marred by
one instance where the Lord's name
is taken in vain.

POEMS
By Franz Werfel. Translated by
Edith Abercrombie Snow. Princeton University Press, Princeton, N.
J. 1945. ll9 pages. $2.00.
ERFEL

arranged for the publica-

tion of these selected poems
W
shortly before his death. In a foreword he wrote: "The poems included
in this book came into being over a
period of thirty years, from 1908 to
1938, and were taken from seven different volumes . . . [which] are not
casual collections of verses but rather
lyric works of unified content and
structure. The fifty poems of this
anthology are therefore seen out of
their context. They are, moreover,
translated poems." The critic must
regret that these two facts mar the
effectiveness of the present collection.
The fleeting impressions recorded in
the poems, the religious strivings,
seem to need the context from which
they were taken if they are to be
given their full value. And as for the
translations, Werfel himself went on
to warn the reader: "Translated
poems are an impossibility. When-
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ever this impossibility becomes a possibility the translator, transcending
his bounds, becomes a poet in his
own right." This task is seldom accomplished, and Mrs. Snow was cou~
rageous to make the attempt; she did
not, however, succeed.

DAISY KENYON
By Elizabeth Janeway. Doubleday,
Doran & Co., Inc., New York. 1945.
277 pages. $2.50.
wo years ago Elizabeth Janeway's
novel, The Walsh Girls,
evoked enthusiastic critical acclaim.
Miss Janeway's new book is decidedly
disappointing. The subtitle, "An Historical Novel 1940-1942," is a ridiculously pretentious one for this cold
and unconvincing tale of life in the
nation's metropolis. The crucial
months which led up to our entrance
into World War II serve merely as a
dim and blurred background for the
antics of hard-drinking, fast-living,
and wise-cracking so-called sophisticates.

T first

SOLDIER OF DEMOCRACY
By Kenneth S. Davis. Doubleday,
Doran and Company, Inc., Garden
City, New York. 1945. 555 pages.
$3·5°·
the foreword to his biography
of General Eisenhower, Kenneth
Davis discusses the limitations placed
upon a biographer who chooses as
his subject a man who still belongs
to time.
Any writer undertaking the biography
of a living man finds himself at once

I
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face to face with insoluble problems. He
must proceed without benefit of the perspective which time alone can give. He is
without access to the abundant documentary evidence which will be available to future historians. There is grave
danger that the conclusions he draws
from present facts will be falsified by
later events.
Hero worship and lack of historical
perspective mar Davis' biography.
However, barring these defects, the
book has some real merit. Anyone interested in American history will read
with interest the chapters on Eisenhower's antecedents in the "Pennsylvania Dutch" country. The chapter on the conquest of North Africa
gave the reviewer his first clear picture of the diplomatic and military
problems of that venture.

ALGEBRA FOR HOME STUDY
By William L. Schaaf, Ph.D. The
Blakiston Company. Philadelphia.
1945. 516 pages. 69 cents.
o the New Horne Library's rapidT
ly expanding list of educational
books another in the series on mathematics has been added, Algebra for
Home Study, as a sequel to Mathematics for Everyday Use, Plane and
Solid Geometry for Home Study, and
T1·igonometry for Home Study by
the same author.
Dr. Schaaf carries the algebraic
processes from the elementary stages
of high school algebra through all
the algebra given in the first year of
college. Explanations are clearly and
simply stated; directions for solving
problems are explicit; formal proofs
of theorems are omitted. The prob-
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lems are carefully selected and presented in order of difficulty with answers to all in the back of the book.
The paper is poor, but the typeface
is attractive. The book is worth at
least triple the price quoted.

THE MARRIAGE OF
JOSEPHINE
By Marjorie Coryn. D. AppletonCentury Company, New York. 1945.
313 pages. $3.00.
ARJORIE CoRYN succeeds admirably in re-creating the years of
M
terror, bloodshed, and strife which
preceded Napoleon Bonaparte's rise
to power in revolution-torn France.
She is less successful in her characterization of Josephine de Beauharnais.
Historians have presented the woman
who became the wife of Napoleon
and the Empress of France as a vain,
selfish, and ambitious coquette; but
it seems unlikely that she could have
been the stupid and frankly licentious
adventuress portrayed by Miss Coryn.

ROGUES' GALLERY: The Great
Criminals of Modern Fiction
Edited by Ellery Queen. Little,
Brown and Co., Boston. 1945. 562
pages. $3.00.
1fl) OGU~S' GALLERY is not trash, but,

f t as one may deduce from the
illustrious name of the editor of this
book, it is "quality stuff." It is not a
collection of mystery stories, but an
anthology of "crook" stories. There
is a difference, as initiates will readily
perceive. A "crook story" is, as someone has said, "detection in reverse."

Its theme is crime, not the detection
of crime.
Rogues' Gallery is said to be the
first real anthology of stories about
famous crimes and criminals of fiction. It is neatly arranged in departments. First comes the Department of
Murderers, next that of Thieves,
third Confidence Men, fourth Criminal Lawyers, and last Assorted
Crooks, including a highwayman, an
art faker, a pickpocket, a card-sharper,
and a general racketeer. Nice people?
No-but interesting people!
If you enjoy mystery stuff, this is
your meat, and it's good red meat to
boot.
H. F. WIND

WE MOVE INTO AFRICA
By Henry Nau, D.D. Concordia
Publishing House, St. Louis. 414
pages. $2.00.
R. NAU is one of the church's mis-

D sionary pioneers, and the story
of the entry of Lutheranism into western Africa less than a decade ago is a
thrilling chapter in modern missionary history.
The author served for nine years as
a Lutheran missionary in India. Returning to the United States, he entered the colored mission field in New
Orleans, whence he was called to the
presidency of Immanuel Lutheran
College (colored) in Greensboro, N.
C., which position he still holds.
When an open door presented itself
to our Church in Nigeria, Dr. N au
was chosen to inaugurate missionary
work in the Dark Continent, an assignment for which his previous ex-

-
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perience had eminently qualified him.
Taking an eighteen months' leave of
absence from Immanuel College, Dr.
Nau laid the foundation of Lutheran
work in West Africa.
We Move into Africa is the chron-
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ide of those eighteen months. To
read it is to know that the spirit of
Christian adventure still lives. To
read it is to thrill to the steady advance of the Gospel into the "uttermost parts" of the earth.

1 -~---------~---"-~--·-------------------------------------
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Verse
Job
God's child heard the fearful thunderings
Groaning around him in the dizzy night,
The wretched lightning-fingers crashing out to kill,
The murmurings of a thousand tongues, and Satan's might.
He suffered all, and terror stung his heart.
While doubting voices urged the prisoner
To quit his pain-wracked life and take free death,
God's child heard and uttered yet-a prayer.
-WALTER RIESS

What Lies Around the Bend?
What lies around the bend, we ask?
You've journeyed there before;
We need Your guidance to the task
Our future has in store.
It isn't much, this task of ours,
A quiet, peaceful one,
And yet in noble strength it towers
Up there beside the sun.
It is fulfillment of our life
As You would wish it filled;
To pound through struggle and through strife
With strength You help to build.
We thank You for Your Guidance to
What lies around the bend;
Confirmed is what we thought we knew,
It isn't trail's end.
-V. N.

WHITE
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Sermon in a Meadow
A laughing brook-! watched its children play.
A million living droplets, glad and free,
Danced gaily on in tumbling ecstasy,
And, leaping high, skipped joyfully away.
With failing heart I fled the world of men,
My brain still hot with thoughts of man-made strifeOf war, of hate, of low regard for lifeA laughing brook brought peace to me again.
A laughing brook-its liquid poetry
O'erflowed my wounded spirit, made it whole,
And whispered low this message to my soul:
"Take courage, son of man; all things shall be
Yet to thy good!" The burden of my care
Was lifted, and I knew that God was there.
-ROBERT E. WILTENBURG

On the Death of a Brother
"The scythe of heaven harvests first the blest.
Whom gods love most, they summon first to rest."
Menander's pagan wisdom holds no balm,
A brother's bleeding heart and soul to calm;
But knowledge of a faithful Jesus cheers
When God has reaped your soul at seven years.
No comfort lies in pagan stone or wood,
But in God's works lies our eternal good.
And though an earthly anguish wounds us here,
We know what heav'nly mercy heals thee there.
We often question God's all-knowing mind,
A reason for our dear one's death to find.
We fail to see His kindly-leading hand
That guides each life as He from ages planned.
Our human reason stumbles in the thought,
That those who die, by Christ's redemption bought,
Have ended mortal troubles in their death;
More blest than we, await His quick'ning breath.
-THEODORE KLEINHANS, JR.
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Motion Picture
THE CRESSET

evaluates one of the world's most powerful forces

the United States the motion most important of all the arts for
picture is primarily and essen- the Soviet State, the significance
tially a popular medium for the of any developments reflected in
dispensing of moderately priced Soviet films extends far beyond
entertainment. The motion-pic- the field of cinematography. The
ture industry is completely inde- Soviet cinema and the Soviet State
pendent; it formulates its own were born together, as it were,
plans and policies without orders and during the years of intensive
or directives from the Federal building and development the
Government. As long as a pro- chief function of the cinema was
ducer keeps within the bounds of to document the historic events
the Hays Office Moral Code-or of the day and to interpret the
even when he occasionally violates impact of these events on Soviet
this code-he is free to film what- . society.
ever he likes in any way he
The pattern of the Soviet film
chooses.
changed gradually to keep pace
This is not true of the cinema with the progress and the increasindustry in the U.S.S.R. There ing stability of the Soviet governevery branch of the industry is ment. In the last years before the
rigidly controlled by the All- outbreak of World War II Soviet
Union Cinema Committee of studios produced excellent picMoscow. Sergei Eisenstein, whose tures designed to entertain rather
fame as a director has gone far than to instruct or to propaganbeyond the boundaries of his na- dize. During the war the emphasis
tive land, once said that there is reverted to factual films. Fine
an "organic unity" between the documentaries were made of every
Russian people and their art. campaign, of the Partisan activiSince the cinema is considered the ties, of diplomatic conferences, of

I
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the German horror camps, and of
the first public trials of war criminals in Kharkov. Notable exceptions were two superb historical
films-Ivan the Terrible (Sergei
Eisenstein) and K utosov (V. Petrov). By the summer of 1944 producers began to formulate their
plans for after the war. The Script
Studios announced a competition
for comedy scenarios and biographical films. Adaptations of
the classics were included in the
1945 filming schedules. The revolutionary new stereoscopic system, perfected by S. Ivanov during the war, is being used to prepare a movie version of Robinson
Crusoe.
Not long ago Wolcott Gibbs,
drama critic for The New Yorker.,
explained in an article which appeared in The Saturday Review
of Literature why he will never
again consent to review motionpicture releases. Mr. Gibbs said:
The cinema resists rational criticism almost as firmly as a six-day bicycle race, or perhaps love .... Ninety per cent of the moving pictures
exhibited in America are so vulgar,
witless, and dull that it is preposterous to write about them in any publication not intended to be read while
chewing gum.

There are a few exceptions, Mr.
Gibbs declares, notably the fine
documentaries released during the
war. Unfortunately, the last of
the important wartime documen-
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tary films is a distinct disappointment. Appointment in Tokyo (U.
S. Signal Corps-Warner Bros.)
lacks the straightforward simplicity and the unvarnished realism
of earlier Signal Corps documentary films. The war in the Pacific
was long, hard, and bloody. Victory was achieved at an appalling
cost in human suffering and material destruction. The record is
clear. It is complete. It can only
be marred by the intrusion of
shopworn cliches and by the obvious glorification of an individual-regardless of that individual's rank or importance.
Crime, murder, and mystery
yarns continue to be the order
of the day in cinemaland. Mildred
Pierce (Warner Bros., Michael
Curtiz) brings Joan Crawford
back to the screen after an absence of two years. The story of
Mildred Pierce., which is based on
James M. Cain's widely read
novel, is an ugly one. For the
most part moral values either go
begging or are hopelessly confused. The acting is good, the
photography is excellent, and the
play moves smoothly and swiftly.
Nevertheless, I should say that
this is, at best, only fair entertainment.
Fallen Angel (2oth CenturyFox, Otto Preminger) is frankly
and deliberately rough, tough,
and brutal. Some of the. scenes
and much of the dialogue are de-
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cidedly out of order on the screen.
Linda Darnell and Dana Andrews, supported by an excellent
cast, turn in good performances.
Alice Faye flounders pathetically
in a silly role.
There is only one thing to say
about Danger Signal (Warner
Bros., Robert Florey). It is this:
The wise movie-goer will interpret the title literally and avoid
this moronic picture as he would
the red danger signal marking a
sewer excavation.
Yolanda and the Thief (M-G-M,
Vincente Minelli) takes us-along
with Fred Astaire-on a carnival
excursion into a fabulous Never
Never Land. This is a true-to-type
M-G-M supercolossal musical extravaganza fabricated out of lavish technicolor sets, a tune or two,
a fantastic plot, and a smooth,
soothing-syrup ending.
A diamond necklace, a gang of
hoodlums, a series of stunts,
hunts, and chases, and a featherbrained kleptomaniac are the
principal ingredients in a thin
and corny little tale labeled Hold
That Blonde (Paramount).
Shady Lady (Universal, George
Waggner) is an unpretentious bit
of nonsense which manages to be
mildly amusing most of the time.
It is the old, old story of the unprincipled but doting gambler
(Charles Coburn) who must be regenerated before his niece (Ginny
Simms) can achieve happiness and

respectability. Do not feel that
you must brave sleet, snow, or
rain to see Shady Lady.
That Night With You (Universal, George Seiter) is not worth
the effort of getting up out of
your easy chair. Made up of a
series of ridiculous and clumsily
assembled sequences in which
reality gives way to dreams, and
vice versa, this film fully explains
Susanna Foster's recently announced decision to terminate her
contract with Universal.
For many months Leave Her to
Heaven} Ben Ames Williams' engrossing study of the crimes and
the evil deeds committed by an
insanely jealous woman, remained
close to the top of best-seller book
lists all over the country. On the
whole, the film version of Leave
Her to Heaven (2oth Century-Fox,
John lVL Stahl) follows the book
with commendable fidelity. The
trial scenes, however, are a positive travesty of real court procedure. Vincent Price, a good actor
who usually acquits himself with
distinction in any role, serves up
an oversized portion of ham with
raisin sauce. Gene Tierney, Cornel
vVilde, and Jeanne Crain successfully create the other leading characters. Amazingly realistic technicolor photography has caught
the impressive natural beauty of
the regions which provide the
background and the settings for
Leave Her to Heaven .
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The Spanish Main (RKO-Radio, Frank Borzage) is packed to
the gunwales with glamor, excitement, and brave deeds of derringdo. The plot is the old one built
on cruelty, in justice, and thirst
for revenge. Paul Henreid invests
his characterization of the Barracuda, the scourge of the Spanish
Seas, with a gentle sort of swashbuckling villainy which is appealing rather than terrifying.
Two foreign films are being
widely and enthusiastically acclaimed in the United States at
the present time. Many critics
have declared that The Last
Chance (M-G-M, International
Films, Leopold Lindtberg), a
Swiss-made film, is one of the
great pictures to come out of
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World War II and one which
merits a special niche in film libraries. This story of the escape
of a small group of international
refugees is based on actual happenings and is portrayed by real
emigres and internees, most of
whom had no previous acting experience. Mm·ie Louise, another
Swiss-made film, depicts with moving simplicity the recovery of one
small war-shattered refugee from
bombed-out Rouen in the tranquillity of a lovely little town in
Switzerland. Both films carry an
eloquent plea for a world-wide,
united front against the gree~
stupidity, misunderstanding, intolerance, and malice which breed
and feed the flames of war among
the nations of the earth.

Almanac
The warmth of kitchens
On cold nights,
The golden glow
Of candlelight,
The kindness shining
From old eyes
Presage night
And dawning skies.
-JAN ICE PRIES
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LETTERS
to the

EDITOR .
No Capitals
Sir:
In fairness to me please inform
your readers that I have been misquoted by THE CRESSET in my defense
of the theory of communism. In my
original letter I used the words "communism" and "communists," and not
"Communism" and "Communists."
I am not a member of the Communist Party of America.
W. J. BIEHL
Moline, Illinois

A G.I. on Compulsory
Training
Sir:
A few days ago I received several
issues of THE CRESSET, the first ones
I've seen since arriving on this island
several months ago. I can assure you
too that I was overjoyed in being able
to read some good Christian literature
again.
I was rather di3gusted, though, at
a letter that appeared in your "Letters to the Editor" column. It was the
letter in which Olga C. Frey of Homestead, Florida, states that compulsory
military training would be desirable,

as "our youth will be rece1vmg one
of the finest years of education, discipline, and outdoor life possible." I
have had more than that "one year
of training" so I feel that I am qualified in replying to her statement.
As far as education is concerned, I
have learned how to dig fox holes, latrines, and slit trenches; I have been
skilled in the operation of a telephone switchboard for a year and a
half; I know how to construct telephone lines of practically any sort
and how to make various wire ties
and splices; I know what the effective
range of an M-1 rifle is in comparison
to the range of a carbine. While I was
attaining this education and putting
it into use, the classmates with whom
I started out at Valparaiso University
have received their bachelor's degrees
and have started out in their chosen
field. When I receive my discharge, I
intend to return to Valpo as a sophomore or junior to study political science. I wonder how much value that
aforementioned "education" will be
to me.
Regarding discipline, I know how
to say "Sir" to the people with the
proper rank. But, at the same time, I
have had it' beaten into me that the
less initiative you show, the ·better
those in authority like it.
Concerning outdoor life, I would
say that I have helped construct and
have lived in practically every form of
tent that the Army issues. For several
months I have been washing, bathing, and shaving from cold water in
the same steel helmet. But at the same
time, I am fairly certain that at no
other time in my life will I ever be
living under the same circumstances.

r
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She says that "it will make Christian boys better Christians." I have
seen "better Christians" made and
have also read casualty lists of some
of them that didn't return.
She also mentions "another war."
Those words were written while our
nation still had Germany and Japan
battering at us. I am no idealist who
contends that this war will be the last,
but I also think that we should be
thinking of making a sturdy peace instead of preparing for the next war.
In closing, I wish to thank you for
the hours of enjoyable and worthwhile reading that you have brought
to me, and I am anxiously awaiting
the arrival of the rest of the CRESSETS
I have not yet received.
SGT. FORREST PALMER
Okinawa

Philatelist
Sir:
First of all let me say, as a reader
of THE CRESSET, that I read it from

I
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cover to cover with the exception of
the music section. No doubt this section serves its purpose, but I am not
musically inclined.
The real motivating power in writing this letter is due to the article
written by Herbert H. Umbach, "Philatelic Philosophy." As a stamp collector, I believe THE CRESSET and Mr.
Umbach have touched upon a subject
that is a very interesting hobby to
many of the CRESSET readers. The author has touched upon some of the
history of stamps that one seldom sees
in a number of the philatelic magazines. Stamp collecting and first day
covers could without a doubt tie
many of the Lutheran stamp collectors closer together if they were only
known to each other.
"Philatelic Philosophy" by Mr. Umbach is well done. Thanks for the diversion in CRESSET reading.
WALTER BoEDEKER
Hartley, Iowa

CRESSET observes the four
T HE
hundredth anniversary of Mar-

Newspaper: Its Making and Its
Albert Wehling (A
Benjamin Franklin Reader); Herbert H. Umbach (The Quest)-all
of Valparaiso University; and
the Rev. H. F.
Wind, of Buffalo, New York
(Rogues' Gallery).
Meaning)~·

tin Luther's death with a significant article from the pen of a
brilliant young Luther scholar.
J aroslav Pelikan,
Jr., is a graduate
student of Concordia Seminary
at St. Louis and
is a candidate for
the Ph. D. degree
at the University
of Chicago. The
CRESSET is proud
to present his
trenchant and
scholarly evaluation of Luther
PROBLEMS
after four centuries.
CONTRIBUTORS

The
Editor's
Lamp

',-..."'
The heart of our

FINAL

poetry editor has
been gladdened
by the steady
stream of notable verse which he
has been receiving from an increasing number of gifted young
poets. This month The CRESSET
offers another outstanding selection of verse.

'"'

r"'

Guest reviewers in this issue include: Herbert Steinbach (The

NOTES

',-..."'

John Strietelmeier, who takes
up the Pilgrim's
staff this month,
is no stranger to
the pages of The
CRESSET. We are.
happy to welcome him back
home after his
years of service
overseas. We shall
look forward to
more articles from
the pen of this
able writer.
tntI
,...._

Many of our readers in the
armed forces are now returning to
civilian life. Our business manager asks us to pass on the information that ex-servicemen can avail
themselves of the half-rate "service
subscription" to The CRESSET for
the first year after their discharge.
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